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PREFACE. 



There may appear little need of these hymns when 
80 many ekilful hands have already tuned their harps 
to the only songs that are not sad to the Soul of the 
Bejiever. '* There are, it may he so, many kind of 
Voices, and none of them are without signification." 
The whisper of the wind among the branches has 
still its mission ; and so I send forth my little volume, 
rejoicing if it soothe one sad heart. 

If I have dwelt so minutely upon the realization 
of the Promise of that bright Hereafter which cheers 
the Child of God in his struggles and his sorrows, 
it is because I believe that if the Resurrection of our 
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Holy Sacrifice were more distinctly presented to the 
Mourner, and with the same earnestness with which 
the sufferings of His Divine Humanity are set forth, 
that many an earthhound Soul, sorrowing over the 
sepulchre, whether of some lost hope that he has 
cherished, or some heloved one who has trod Life's 
path by his side, would look up, until, in contem- 
plation of the tender Mercy that has prepared such 
glory for them that seek it, the way once solitary and 
full of thorns would '* blossom as the rose." That 
way leads to the home promised to the Children of 
the Covenant, where the broken ties of Earth that 
were knit in Christ shall unite in Christ : ties that 
won His tender sjmpathy here, will not be disregarded 
there ; and we know that in *' His Presence is ful- 
ness of joy, and at His Bight Hand pleasures for 
ever more." 



PREFACE, V 

Of the reality of the Ministry of Angels — the 
glorious company of the Apostles — the goodly fel- 
lowship of the Prophets — the noble Army of Martyrs 
— and " the Spirits of just men made perfect/' we 
have been too long afraid, although we profess to 
believe it. And yet it is with these companions we 
shall live, and serve, and worship, through countless 
Ages of Eternity, in the immediate Presence of Him 
we imperfectly serve and worship here : shall we not 
find among these awaiting us the fond familiar friend 
with whom we have '' taken sweet counsel, and 
walked to the House of God in company ?" 

God's Kingdom draweth near; and we, looking 

for the coming of the Lord, may also look, in assured 

faith, for them who sleep in Jesus to come with Him. 

Are they not already belonging to the " great Cloud 
of Witnesses" — Ministering Spirits, rejoicing even 
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now in errands of love and mercy, delighting in 
Wisdom drawn from the Fountain, of which t!hrist is 
the source, and whispering of that Kingdom to 
come, of which Christ is the sun and centre ? 



London, October 20th, 1855. 
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WHI8PEE8 IN THE PALMS. 



THE PRISONER. 

.••• " Oh that I had wings like a dore I for then would I fly away, 
and be at rest. 
** Lo, then would I wander Ur off, and remain in the wilderness." 

Ptaim It. 6, 7. 

Mt Soul forgets the fetters that she wears. 

And upward soars, and sings ; 
Like ciq[)tiye bird, fast tethered to the stake, 

Soon droop her weary wings. 
The blue skj, in the sommer sunshine, seems 

Each moment to be near ; 
The silken noose recab the bird to earth. 

And dumb he falleth here. 
Aye dumb he lies ! But resting in his heart, 

lies still his half-song hymn, 
To break in rapt'roos tones of love and joy. 

When fireedom comes to him. 

So gamer np, O Sonl ! each glimpse of Heayen, 

Vouchsafed by Heavenly love : 
Soon shall the silver cord be loosed, and thou 

Shalt wing thy way above. 

B 
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Though solitude and darkness now be thine. 

Count thou on cloudless days. 
When thy glad voice shall break the silence deep. 

Singing God's glorious praise. 
In yon far home, where thy free song shall rise. 

The Spoiler cometh not ; 
Sweet summer days alone remembered are, 

And sin and tears forgot. 



"WEEP NOT." 

*' Now when he came nigh to the gate of the dtj, behold there was 
a dead man carried out, the only son of his mother, and she was a 
widow...... .. 

** And when the L<»rd saw her, He had oompaaslon en her, and said 
unto her, * Weep not.' " Luke vii. 18, 13. 

" Weep not!" — how vain the words ! How sad in sorrow 

Ealleth the world's cold comfort on the ear ! 
"Weep not!" Can gentle lips no phrases borrow 

To soothe the grief that wrests the falling tear ? 
" Weep not !" Go tell the mother, when she presses 

Her first-bom to the breast, whose fearful throe 
Bought the young life, to stiU her fond caresses. 

And hush her transports, ere to voiceless woe 
Thou sayst, "Be caLn — ^weep not." Did we inherit 

No earthly sympathies, to hold these frail 
Endearing ties, then might the list'ning spirit 

Heed thy wise counsel, and thy words prevail. 
Is not our hearts' sweet sunshine from the faces 

We have best loved to look on P — ^when 'tis flown 



Gaze we not backwards on its lingering traces. 

As on life's darkened path we tread alone ? 
The bird pines for its mate— nay, if a flower 

Be but too roaghly from its green stem torn. 
The tree will droop and die. It is the dower 

Of hearts that best have loved to deepest monm. 
*' Weep not !" One voicehath breathed those words,none other 

Can dry the tear; as by the gates of Nain 
His eye of pity marked the widowed mother. 

And to her arms restored her child again. 
Leave then the mourner by the soul's last dwelling : 

In that deep silence, God Himself will speak. 
Oh ! not for us to read the anguish swelling 

In the veiled heart that is so near to break. 
The Saviour watcheth!— on His breast she weepeth; 

With sweet compassion. He who spake at Nain 
Breathes to her soul, "A little time he sleepeth; 

''Weep not; I will restore thy child again." 



THE TREASUBE HOUSE. 

" It Is sown A natural body, it Is raised a spiritual body." 

1 Oor. XT. 44. 

'* Father, I wiU that they also, whom Thou hast given me, be with 
me where I am ; that they may behold my giory."— /oAn zvii. 24. 

Boom for our treasure, closed Tomb ! 

Open thy doors, Grave ! 
Take all the Angel Death can claim. 

And all that thou canst have. 
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For Christ to thy dark gates went down, 

And rent the veil in twain ; 
And gleams of glory, else nnseen. 

Point where He rose again. 

Boom for thy kindred dnst, O Earth ! 

The casket of the Soul; 
Eoom for a little while — and then 

Eesign thy proud control, 
Death ! where is thy boasted power, 

That breaks Life's three-fold cord. 
When the freed spirit upwards soars. 

To meet her risen Lord ? 

Take then the garment of our loved, 

StiU precious for her sake; 
But glorious shall that garment be 

Wben Christ shall bid her wake. 
The faded form thou dost enfold. 

On which we weeping gazed. 
Shall lose each stain of Earth, and be 

Li incoiTuption raised. 



THE LITTLE PrLGRIM. 

« Behold how H« loved hpn I'*— /oAn zi. 36. 

Lisping voices in the wild wood 
Bring back memories of one 

Dear to me, whose guileless childhood 
Seemed in Heaven first begun 



He could teach me, little learner. 
With the lore his spirit brought. 

E'er to my own heart a sterner, 
Barsher lesson had been tanght. 

Yes, I saw him oft the teacher 

In a lesson mute and sweet. 
Like the flower, silent preacher. 

In its beauty at my feet. 

Fair he was — but he is fearer 
In the robe he now doth wear : 

Dear to me — ^but he is dearer. 
For no change can reach him there. 

When the wintry day declined. 
And the twilight closed around. 

Loving arms were round me twined. 
And a voice of silvery sound 

Pleaded for — no tale of daring — 
But that "wondrous Eastern Star, 

That their night-watch, shepherds sharing. 
Saw, and followed from afar." 

O'er the opened page before us. 
His young eyes entrancM ran. 

Spelling out the Angel chorus, 
'' Peace on Earth, good will to Man." 
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To his heart those spots were dearest 
That the Savionr^s feet had trod ; 

To his lips those words were nearest 
That revealed the love of God — 

Where the Saviour paosed to pity 
Sorrowing hearts and moans of pain ; 

Where the Widow of the City 
Met Him at the gates of Nain; 

And the Enler's little daughter 
Many mocked the power to save ; 

Yet to life the Saviour brought her. 
Rescued from the yawning grave. 

Thoughtful eye and rosy finger 
On the Book before us spread. 

Loving best of all to b'nger 
Where it told of Lazarus — dead. 

And his cheek with tear-drops glistened. 
And the childish breast was moved, 

While in eager joy he listened 
How His friend the Saviour loved ! 

Then the young Child, upward gazing. 
Marvelled o*er the Spirit's track 

And if Christ while Lazarus raising 
Wept to call the loved one back — 



Were the tears Hia bosom heaving 
For their hnmaii sorrow shed ? 

Or for friends so onbelieving. 
And for hearts so cold and dead ? 

Gonld I tell — '' Did Lazarus wander 

Soirowfiilly back^ or come 
Oladly, though beholding yonder. 

Something of his glorious home ? 

Was Death's last chain still unriyen ? 

Was the sinner's claim denied, 
Until Christ returned to Heaven, 

When the gates were opened wide ?" 



Tho' the silent grave's embraces 
Hid the slumberer on its breast, 

Lazarus rose, and lost all traces 
Of his four days' shrouded rest. 

Not corruption can inherit 

Heavenly joys that Heaven can give : 
Christ's blest Voice can reach the spirit ; 

He who hears that Voice doth live. 

StiU he standeth at the portal 
Of each sepulchre of Earth, 

Still to love and Life immortal 
Calleth He the sleeper forth. 
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Still His eye the bosom readeth, 
And its anguish and despair*; 

And on high the Saviour pleadeth 
For His sorrowing people there. 

When our souls in sin are sleeping, 
Wake them, Lord, to hear Thy voice ; 

When our downcast eyes are weeping. 
Let them see Thee, and rejoice. 

Canaan's shores gleam nearer— nearer. 
And we long the land to win, 

Angels' anthems rising clearer, 
As our loved ones enter in. 

We would vainly track them, reaching 
Into realms where they may be, 

Perfected for Holy teaching. 
Meet for them who watch for Thee. 

Child ! more wise now than our Sages, 

Thou canst tell if it be so ; 
Thon hast turned the mystic pages — 

We can only speU below. 

Happy Pilgrim, gone before me ! 

On those earnest loving eyes 
Long hath 'oped the wished-for ^ory 

Of thy home in Paradise. 
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Thro' the daik flood nnforsaken. 
In thy hour of weakness — strong; 

Thon to Christ thy flight hast taken. 
Thou bast heard the Angels* song. 

Not within the ^oomy prison 
Of the grave I look for thee ; 

Christ's loved friend with Him hath nsen. 
And with Him thy home will be. 



THOUGHTS IN SICKNESS. 

" Wait on the Lord : be of good courage, and He ahall strengthen 
thine heart : wait, I saj, on the Lord.** — Ptalm zxriL 14. 

My heart rejoicing in Thy love,. 

O Lord, I longed to dwell 
Within Thy Courts, to serve Thee there 
^ With them who loved Thee well. 

" Show me the path/' I inly prayed, 

" That leadeth, Lord, to Thee, 
And weary days and wakeful nights 

Thou hast appointed me !" 

Feebly arose my song of praise. 

Thy Face was turned away ; 
I missed Thy smile, and so my Soul 

Went mourning all the day. 
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*' God hath forsaken me !" I cried. 
In those drear hours of pain; 

*' Oh once I thought myself His child- 
He would His Child sustain. 

Where is Thy loving tenderness, 

The comfort of Thy Word ?" 
In gentle tone it chided me, 

" Wait thou upon the Lord. 

His ways are not thy ways — ^His, thoughts 

To man's discernment dim ; 
The very path so dark to thee 

May bring thee nearer Him. 

Weigh not His love by thy poor love, 

Hifi wisdom by thine own ; 
But learn to trust His promises, 

And rest on Him alone. 

If thou art not His child, why weep 

The hiding of His face P 
Why sorrow that thy feeble sight 

No more His teachings trace ? 

Long thro' the Wilderness He led 

His people gently on. 
And them He taught the cloud to trust 

As when the bright Hauie shone. 
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Wait OIL the Lord ! stiU seek His face. 
And thou shalt strengthened be ; 

Yea» wait; and thou shalt say, ''0 Lord, 
Tis good to wait on Thee." 



THE BIVER. 

" The liberal loal riuOl be made fat ; and he that wfttereth shsU be 
watered also Umaelf."— Frov. zL 35. 

The river floweth onward. 

On from its gentle scarce ; 
It filleth many a fonntain, 

But stayeth not its course ; 
Bat onward, ever onward. 

To the soonding sea it flows ; 
And a welcome greets the streamlet 

From the hill-side whence it rose. 

The merchant-ship it beareth ; 

It tnms the homely mill; 
The meadoVs silVry slaices. 

The qaiet waters fill ; 
And yet the flow'ring sedges 

And the little brook-lime share 
The blessings that it bringeth 

In its calm coarse everywhere. 
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Fame proudly names the Biyer, 

With the world's wealth freighted o'er ; 
But to her the fisher's vessel 

Is dear as chartered store; 
Nor for a crowned monarch 

Will a whisp'ring wavelet stay : 
It wand'reth to the hamlet 

Where the poor man's children play. 

None praise it, where it seeketh 

The valley dark and still; 
Bat the moonbeams smile upon it. 

And the clouds their bright urns fill 
From the calm wave, to scatter 

O'er some parched flower of earth. 
That knew not from what fountain 

Her beauty owed its birth. 

Soul ! is there no lesson 

That river reads to thee P 
Thus onward, ever onward. 

Let thine own life blessed be. 
And heed not who may own thee. 

In thy pathway drear and dim; 
For God looks down upon thee: 

Bo thou look up to Him. 
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THE SILENT HAKP. 

** They that carried va away captive reqtdred of ua a long ; and they 
that warted ue required of us mirth, saying, Sing us one cMf the songp 
of Zion. 

** How shall we sing the Lord's song in a strange land?" 

Ptafyn czzzvii. 3, 4. 

Awake thy harp, and let thy songs 
' Arise to Him from whom they flow; 
Thy strain to other dime belongs. 
Bat wanderers here the tongue will know. 

Oh, sing thou, though in stranger land ; 

A song of Zion let it be : 
The ur thy silent strings have fanned. 

Waits but sweet Zion's songs from thee. 

Eor years shall fade as summer days. 
And lays of Earth to Earth shall fall; 

But thou hast themes for deathless praise. 
Unnumbered blessings to recal. 

Droop not, above thine unstrung lute ; 

Hang not thine harp like them of old. 
Who wept by Babel's stream; tho' mute. 

Their heaviness of heart was told. 

Eor winds that swept the willows, lent 

A gentle wail to lifeless chords. 
And from the captive's harps, there went 

The wild lament, that sighed for words. 



Soon in thine own Beloved's land^ 
A new sweet song thou'lt leam to sing; 

Then mourn no more thy feeble hand. 
Weep not, to fed thy falt'ring string. 

Sing ! for some slnmberer here may wake 

Beneath thy voice, tho' faint it be- 
Some sorrowing Soul her grief forsake. 
To join the hymn of praise with thee. 

Sing of the Saviour's love ! Oh, tell 
Of yon blest home, so bright and fedr ; 

Pause not, until the echoes swell 
The Angel-chorus mingling there. 



BEAUTY A PROTOTYPE OF PARADISE. 

" Out of Zion, the perfection of beauty, God hath shhied." 

PMkn i., 2. 

Why seeks the Soul the Beautiful to know. 
If naught of this fair Earth, we love below, 
WiQ greet us in yon undiscovered sphere, 
Eamiliar 'mid its glory. lingering here 
Upon its confines, oft my thirsting Spirit 
Deems it a type of all we may inherit, 
When loosed the silver cord. What tho' we cling 
To each long-loved and most familiar thing, 
Is't not as exile wanderer, who would trace 
Some image of his far-off resting pkoe. 
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Seeu throagh the rapturous tear that fiUs the eye. 

Or sound of some forgotten melody 

Of its primeval home P How oft 'tis stirred 

By Nature's holiest impulses, and heard 

By the heart's quickened throb, when recognized 

Some pilgrim on our pathway, tho' disguised 

In alien garb ! Unto each passing guest. 

Upon whose brow is legibly impressed 

The signet of a once celestial birth. 

We give too little welcome, 'till from Earth, 

By cold repulse, by Doubt, by Darkness driven. 

They sadly droop, and wing them back to Heaven. 



CALVAEY. 

" Who is thifl th*t ooDMth from Edom, with dytd tgarmente from 
Bomh ?" iMtoA Ixiii., 8. 

I bow me down at Calvary, 

Dark clouds around me rise ; 
I hear a multitude pass by. 

My Soul within me dies. 

What cruel hands have twined the thorns 

That press that guiltless brow ? 
Whose voice hath dealt the scoff and scorn? 

Oh mourn, my Soul, 'twas thou ! 

I bow me down at Calvary — 

I see those gallirg bands — 
And with a thiill of agony. 

Behold His pierced hands. 
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"Uj God, my God! oh why hast Thou, 

Forsaken me V the ery 
Still thro* the wide Earth eohoes now. 

From moumfol Calvary. 

Earth, ahnddering, hides her guilty head. 

For God's Most Holy bleeds : 
Yet for the souls who that blood shed. 

The Lamb, the spotless, pleads. 

I bow me down at Calvary, 

The mighty thunders roll. 
The curse of Sin falls heavily 

Upon the Sinless SouL 

From the pale lips of faithful Love 

Pardon and peace go forth ; 
He lifts His steadfast gaze above 

The harsh betraying Earth. 

Mourn— mourn, my Soul ! 'twas for thy sin 

The Sinless One hath died. 
Pardon and peace for thee to win. 

For thee and aU beside ; 

That gazing humbly on the slain. 

We may in Faith draw nigh ; 
And sin-stained Souls are white agam. 

From blessed Calvary. 
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THE WEECK. 

<( There was no more see.**— J2«v. zxi. 1. 

On the shore of the far blue Atlantic^ is a wailing of wild 

despair. 
Oh, moamers ! why weep by the waters, for treasures that 

rest not there ? 
Each dash of the roaring snrges, sounds sad as a f uueral 

knell; 
The sob, and the shriek, and the struggle, seem bonic on 

the billowy swell. 

Yet dwell not alone on the partings let mem'ry return to 

the years, 
When your tenderness soothed the sad-hearted— your hand 

dried the hard-wrested tears ; 
When one goal, and one hope, on your pathway alike their 

glad promises shed. 
Our God is the God of the living — ^then mourn not the 

living as dead. 

Were thy wanderers alone, then, forsaken— unheard on 
the angry wave P 

Unseen by the Savk)ur, who raised the dead from the bier 
and the grave. 

Not lost in the sea's dark caverns the loved of your house- 
hold sleep. 

But near, in a halo of glory, a watch with the angels keep. 

c 
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Afar from the strife, and the terror, secure in onr Father's 

home. 
O'er the waste of the world's wild waters they wait for 

their loved to come ; 
No trace of her meek endurance o'ershadows the freed 

one's brow; 
No dank hair entangled with sea- weed, as ye picture the 

parted now. 

But smiles light their calm, sweet faces ; love beams from 

each tender eye ; 
And fair, as it twined ronnd your fingers, the bright, golden 

tresses float by. 
Hush ! " Quell thou thy murmurs," they whisper. " We 

sin not, we sorrow no more 
We would soothe ye, beloved, could you listen, till Earth's 

passing anguish were o'er. 

The Saviour hath rest for the weary; He heedeth the Soul's 

faintest prayer ; 
Ere the desolate utter ' Lord ! hear me,' the God of the 

mourner is there. 
Oh, watch ! let your light, then, be burning ! none know 

when His coming shall be. 
In the kingdom of God in its glory — there— there shall be 

no more sea." 

Then on with a noble courage, unfunfow the grief-knit 

brow; 
Could ye see but the band of the blessed, rejoicing in 

freedom now, 
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You would join in tlie song of the Seraph, nor hopelessly 

weep by the wave, 
Bnt smile as ye give back the treasures that God in His 

merpy once gave. 



THE MINISTERING SPIRIT. 

" Lo, » great mtiltitado, which no man oonld nnmb«r, of aU nations, 
and Undroda, and people, and tongaea, atood before the Throne and 
befim the Lamb, dotiUed with white robea, and palma in Hieir handa." 

Rev. Tii. 9. 

Spirit of my absent one. 

Absent only for a day, 
Till my earthly work is done. 

And the vail shall pass away. 
Shall I weep thee, loved one ? No ; 

I remember thou art blest : 
Better far that thou shonldst go 

To thy holier, happier, rest. 

Thou by Christ beloved, redeemed, 

Thou, my dove, that from the Ark, 
Flattered forth, an hour it seemed. 

O'er the waters wHd and dark, 
Brought us messages of love. 

That our blind eyes would not see ; 
Then thy white wings soared above. 

Where we could not follow thee. 



20 

There thoa livest safe from Sin^ 

Soul that Christ did die to save ; 
When He smiled and let thee is. 

Glory broke npon the wave: 
And while gazing on thy tracks 

Upraised eyes behold the light, 
Grentle radiance flinging back, 

Tho' it shroad thee from onr sight. 

Thro' the floating clouds I trace 

Visions of thy vesture fair; 
And a smiling seraph face 

'Mid the green pakns waving there ; 
Branching Pahns that once were laid 

On the path my Saviour trod. 
Now re-ec^o overhead. 

With Hosannas to our God. 

Tho' I long to gaze on thee. 

Bright from realms where Christ doth reign, 
Could we bear that face to see, 

And return to Earth again : 
Yet, my loved one, I would choose 

Bather for thy loss to sigh. 
If one glory thou must lose^ 

To behold thee ever nigh. 

Not for me suspend the psalm— 

Not for me lay by the orown ; 
If my prayer doth fan thy palm* 

Not for me thy pahn lay down. 
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Tho' thy ministry of grace. 

This coarse vail of Earth may hide ; 
Tho' I shall not see thy face, 

I shall fed thee at my side. 

I shall know that thon art come. 

But to whisper me of God, 
From thy happy spirit-home. 

On the path we might have trod. 
Then this love, all dim with tears. 

And this weary way of sin, 
Burdened with youth's wasted years. 

And the far-off goal to win ; 

These might all have been thine own. 

Mournful thought to me if thou 
Hadst been farther from the Throne, 

And thy crown less bright than now ! 
While the heavenly host rejoice. 

As the wand'ring sinners come- 
When the Angels raise the voice. 

Spirit blest, wilt thou be dumb. 

As we struggling strive to rise 

O'er this coil of sin and woe. 
There is joy in spirit eyes, 

And their crowns more brightly glow. 
Bymns of praise 'mid Angels rise, 

And the thought our sorrow calms ; 
High above the sapphire skies, 

Sounds the Whispers in the Palms. 
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Faint the munnur they may stir. 

Low and indistinct, and yet 
He, the Holy Comforter, 

Will each breath interperet 
ThoQ, O Loid, that lookest down 

On our waiCure — ^Thou canst see 
That by foes encompassed ronnd, 

We have here no stay bat Thee. 

Let thy spirit-servants keep 

O'er oar footsteps futhful ward; 
When we wake> and when we sleep, 

Let them still Thy children gaard. 
Eather ! Thoo, who lor'st to bless. 

Keep OS ; lead as evennore, 
Thro' the howling wHdemess, 

Till we land on Canaan's shore. 



FIELD FLOWEBS. 



'*For ks tba winter fa put the ninisoTerandgbne; tliellowen 
appear on tba earth— the time off the singing bird8faeana,iBdthe 
▼Otoe off the tntle fa heard in oar ]aDili.'*-aDi. iL 11, U. 

** The eloadi of the Talfay ahaU be sweet unto htan.**— ,X9( zzL as. 

Fair are ye, wildling blossoms! failing never 
Li gentle words of wisdom, thoo^ few Ywacai 

Toar mystic langoage : by the n^d river. 
And on the rain lone, I track yoor baont : 
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Upon the sileiit air your fragrance flinging, 
Hiough near yonr woodland home no foot may fall ; 

On arid rock, by raving torrent springing. 
In dell, in dingle, beantifal in all ! 

Where the proud Cedar mighty shadow spreadeth. 

On lofty Lebanon, there, at its root, 
On some sweet bud, the heedless trav'ller treadeth. 

And, upward gaadng, crusheth under foot. 

Yet precious in the sight of Him who made it, 
As the proud Cedar, or the fruitful Vine, 

That little Elower; the same kind care doth shade it- 
One Maker fashioned both. The will Divine 

Gave each its destined home. The storm hath driven 
O'er the poor Flower, unsheltered on the hill ; 

Beneath the lightning's flash the osik is riven. 
While the meek daisy smiles in beauty stilL 

Each doth fulfil its task; 'tis yours— how often! — 
To speak of hope, and from the grassy sod. 

With grateful tears the mourner's soul to soften. 
And lift the bowed down heart again to God. 

Oh blessed blossoms ! fresh from heaven ye bring us 

The holy messages of love ; ye come 
Like angels, that in midnight slumber sing us 

Strains, in our exile, of our far-off home. 
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Early I note je at your matms, bending 
Lowly to earth, in meek and humble guise— 

The eve will bear your gentle breath, ascending 
In grateful incense to the twilight skies. 

Speak to me erer, as ye erst have spoken. 
Kind comforters that smile unchanged on me 1 

I have so loved ye. — ^When life's links are broken. 
Round me in death may your soft voices be ! 

The wild bee's song will haunt my grave, and early 
The joyous lark find there his floVry nest ; 

In grief, in gladness, I have loved ye dearly — 
Smile then, my sweet friends, on my place of rest. 

Some careless step may pause awhile to wreath ye. 

Oh, be still gifted with a love divine ! 
By the poor dust that slumb'reth there beneath ye. 

Speak to their heart — as once ye spake to mine. 

Should there be one, the loved, the lost who moumeth. 
Then woo the downcast eyes that seek the sod, 

Eemind him, dust to dust again retumeth. 
To wake in glory at the voice of God ; 

Should it be one, before whose tearless vision 
The veil of doubt hath woven darkness cast. 

Oh whisper still your consecrated mission. 
Till from his brow the clouds of gloom have passed. 
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Tell him, the God whose goodness thus arrayed ye 
For the hrief day that marks life's little span. 

Gave each his task, and in His wisdom, bade ye 
Proclaim His kindly care to erring Man. 



PEAYER. 

«' And his disciples . . went and told Jesns."— ifotf . ziv. 12. 

Know'st thou, Soul, that in yon blessM sphere. 

Where Christ doth reign. He doth secorely hold 
A core for all thy sin and sorrow h^eP 

Why art thou so perplexed, when thon dost fold 
Idly, or scornfoliy, within thine hands 

The key to His rich treasury P Yet now. 
Thy scalding tears bat water barren lands. 

And plait a deeper farrow in the brow. 
With hand unlifted, and unbended knee. 

Thou wailest wildly o'er a broken toy : 
Thou wilt not use the golden-warded key. 

But let the rust its precious use destroy. 
Hast thou a fonder friend P — and wilt thou tell 

To him the* woe that wounds P— or dost thoa hide 
Within the pierced heart's most secret cell 

The rankling anguish P Is it shame, or pride. 
Or cold indifference, or unbelief P 

Soul, ipost desolate 1 look up : for thee 
One faithful Voice doth promise sore relief. 

Whatever thy sin, whate'er thy sorrow be. 
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Tell all to Jesus, He, who looking where 

The weary-hearted weep, still draweth near 
To listen fondly to the half-formed prayer. 

And read the silent pleading of a tear. 
Lose not thy privilege, silent Soul, 

Ponr out thy sorrow at thy Saviour's feet. 
What outcast spurns the hand that gives the dole ? 

Oh, let Him hear thy voice ! to Him thy voice is sweet. 



THE DAY-IiABOUREE. 

" In the morning sow fhy seed, and in the evening withhold not thine 
hand : for thou knowett not whether shall prosper either this or that, 
or whether fhey both shall be alike good.**— Ecdes. zL €. 

Sow ye beside all waters. 

Where the dew of Heaven may fall : 
Ye shall reap if ye be not weary ; 

For the spirit breathes o'er all. 
Sow, tho' the thorns may wound thee — 

One wore the thorns for thee ; 
And tho' the cold world scorn thee. 

Patient and hopeful be. 
Sow ye beside all waters. 

With a blessing and a prayer; 
Name EEim whose hand upholds thee. 

And sow ye everywhere. 

Sow, when the sunlight sheddeth. 

Its warm and cheering ray ; 
For the rain of Heaven descendeth, 

When the sunbeams pass away. 
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Sow, wlien ike tempest lours, 

For caliner days may break ; 
And the seed in darkness nourished, 

A goodly plant may make. 
Sow, when the morning breaketh 

In beauty o'er the land ; 
And when the evening falleth. 

Withhold not thou thine hand* 



Sow, tho' the rock repel thee 

In its cold and sterile pride : 
Some cleft there may be riven 

Where the little seed may hide. 
Fear not : for some will flourish ; 

And, tho' the tares abound. 
Like the willows by the waters. 

Will the scattered grain be found. 
Work, while the daylight lasteth. 

Ere the shades of night come on. 
Ere the Lord of the vineyard cometh. 

And the labourer's work is done. 

Sow, by the wayside gladly. 

In the damp, dark caverns low. 
Where sunlight seldom reacheth. 

Nor healthful streamlets flow; 
Whene the withering air of poison 

Is the young bud's earliest breath. 
And the wild unwholesome blossom 

!8earg in its beauty— death ! 
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The gronnd impure, o'erirodden 

By life's disfiguring years, 
Tho' blood and guilt have stained it, 

May yet be soft from tears. 

Watch not the clouds above thee. 

Let the wild winds round thee sweep, 
God may the seed-time give thee. 

But another's hand may reap. 
Have faith, tho' ne'er beholding 

The seed burst from its tomb, 
Thou know'st not which may perish, 

Or what be spared to bloom. 
' Boom on the narrowest ridges 

The ripened grain wiU find. 
That the Lord of the harvest coming 

Li the harvest sheaves may bind. 



THE GATHERED LILY. 



** Ho that niaed up Chriflt from the dead diall alio qnioken your 
mortal bodies by His Spirit that dwelleth in you."— JiomaM viii. 11. 



Life's fever-dream is over ! On her breast 
Fold h6r fair hands, as though she calmly slept : 

With tender touch close ye the eyes to rest. 
bless^ thought, ttie last tear hath been wept ! 
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Scatter the blossoms lightly on her bier : 
Still leave their blushing glories on her brow — 

Lovely to them who gaze upon her here, 
But poor to all. that meets her vision now. 

Qod, in his tender care, our loved one keepeih. 

Mother, look up— she is not dead, but sleepeth ! 

The little lamb, Father! Jesu holds. 

Safe from the prowling wolf, and life's alarms. 
He gave his life for it ; and now He folds 

The little trembler fondly in his arms. 
The gentle dove was brought with many a prayer. 

Albeit too closely to thy bosom prest. 
The tender Saviour marked it fluttering there. 

And fondly raised, and placed it in His breast. 
Thou, who by that lone bier in silence weepeth. 
Father, look up — she is not dead, but sleepeth ! 

gently lay thine heart's rich offering down, 

In fearless faith, on God's own altar now ; 
Say 1l^ ye scorned for her an earthly crown, 

With fading fame, to deck thy darling's brow ? 
She is not dead !— for Christ doth live for ever. 

As when He stood the Ruler's child beside, 
Speaking the words of hope, and failing never. 

In tender love, o'er them for whom He died. 
StDl to the mourner's heart He comfort speaketh. 
Fear not-— believe— she is not dead, but sleepeth ! 
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PRAISE. 

** Praise our God all ye his Bervants."— Asv. ziz. 5. 

How shall I praise Thee, O my God ! 

How to Thy throne draw nigh, 
I, in the dust — and Thou, arrayed 

In might and majesty 1 

Praise Him ye heavenly host !•— for ye, 

With purer lips, can sing 
Glory and honour, praise and power. 

To Him, the Eternal King. 

Praise Him, ye Martyrs 1 —yea, although 

Unwrit on earth, unknown ; 
Yet, through the track of tears and hlood. 

Now worship round the Throne. 

Praise Him, ye Saints 1 who here rejoiced 

To do His heavenly wiU ; 
The incense of whose prayers arise 

Upon His altar still. 

Praise Him, ye Angels ! which excel 

In strength, and Hstening to 
His voice of love— with lightning's speed 

His blest commandments do. 
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Yet not for Angels, Lord, didst Thon 
That heavenly Throne forssike : 

Oh ! not for them, in earth's dark womb. 
Didst Thou Thy dwelling make. 

But that our fallen Sonls should live, 

While gazing on the slain ; 
And in the blood our sins have shed, 

Be washed from sin again. 

Fnuse Him all works of His, that own 

His Spirit's blest control. 
Oh ! Lord, my God, how great art Thou ! 

Bless thou the Lord, my Soul. 



THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 



** I am the Good ^Shepherd, and know my aheep, and am known of 
mine." Jahn x. 14. 



Down in the pleasant pastures, 

Beside the waters still, 
Behold the Shepherd leadeth 

His little flock at will : 
Gently, oh gently guiding, 

The way His sheep must go. 
Still onward to the fountain. 

Where the Uving waters flow. 
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The Stranger's voice they heed not. 

When He seeks their ear to win. 
And never can a robber 

To the sheep-fold enter in. 
No hireling is the Shepherd, 

Tor He, His watch will keep i 
'Tis He, alone, who giveth 

His own life, for the sheep. 

And all His own. He knoweth ; 

He calleth them to come : 
O'er the distant hills they hear Hun, 

And so He draws them home. 
Tho' the way be set with briars— 

Though the narrow path be steep- 
Yet they know His word of warning. 

And the Shepherd knows His sheep. 

Shadows may fall around them; 

The night they do not fear : 
In the silence — ^in the darkness. 

His voice they still can hear. 
If the tempest rave around them — 

The wintry wind be cold— 
They know His eare surrounds them. 

Safe sheltered in the fold. 

If the wild Wolf's voice affright them. 
By the Shepherd's side they keep. 

For He who watcheth o'er them, 
Win slumber not, nor sleep. 
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The heedless sheep may wander- 
He sees the wand'rers track. 

O'er the mountain; through the vallej. 
He will gently lure it back. 

With tenderness He deanseth 

The fleece from every stain ; 
Binds np each wound, and raiseth 

The weary one again. 
With no harsh blow He greets it, 

Eor all the pains it cost ; 
With smiles of love He meets it, 

Tho' but for Him 'twere lost. 

If a wayward lamb He findeth. 

Doth He coldly stand aloof; 
Or seek the little trembler. 

With Voice of stern reproof ? 
With gentle words of welcome. 

Doth the Good Shepherd come ; 
And bears it in His bosom. 

With fond rejoicing, home. 

And other sheep He owneth; 

But scattered afar : 
He, the Good Shepherd, knoweth 

Where all His loved ones are. 
The blessed day is dawning ; 

That day by Him foretold. 
When they shall own one Shepherd, 

Sheltered in one sure fold. 
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THE ANNIVEBBARY. 

" If ye ihftU Mk anything in my ntmey I will do it."— /oA» ziv. 14. 

Why should I bid thee joy that Time hath gathered 

AjLOther year from Life, unless it be 
That thou art nearer to that welcome ha^en 

Where storms are hush'd, and sorrows cease for thee ? 
And yet I pause to bless the day that gave me 

Thy faithful hand to dasp within my own — 
Thy loving, truthful heart, whose gentie beauty 

Hath been like sunshine 'mid the darkness thrown. 
If fenrent prayers and wishes, then, can guard thee. 

Bringing thee peace that fadeth not away. 
Thou shalt be girt with many a whisper'd blessing, 

Breath'd oft for thee, on tiiis remembered day. 
Eaint is the incense, yet its breath asoendeth 

High 'mid the loud Hosannas of the free ; 
'Mid waving Palms the whisper gently trembles. 

And Christ bends down a listening ear to me. 
Poor prayer from sinful lips ! yet He is reading 

My secret heart; on Hlim my care I cast: 
Oh! may He teach thee, keep thee, bless thee, guide thee— 

And lead thee gently to His arms at last. 
On ! dear one, on 1 thy path is now before thee ; 

Pear not its perils : though the World will war 
With all who tread not in her devious windings. 

Still keep thine eye upon the Morning Star ! 
Through the dim shadows shall its radiance guide thee ; 

Safe through the conflict shalt thou fearless come, 
A child of God, rejoicing, pressing onward. 

Seeking a safe and more abiding home. 
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WORDS. 



1. ** ¥* » ^***J. ^ ^^'"^ befcre Doy montili ; keep the door of my 

" Every idle word that men ahall ipeak, they thall give aeooont 
thereof in the day of judgment."-ifo«A«?adi. 36. 
" The verdB of the pare are pleasant worde.*'— Pnw. xv. 26. 

Oh never say a careless Word 

Hath not the power to pain ; 
The shaft may ope some hidden wonnd. 

That closes not again. 
Weigh well those light-winged messengers ; 

God marked your heedless Word, 
And with it too, the falling tear. 

The heart-pang that it stirred. 

Words I— What are Words P an idle breath, 

That floateth lightly by. 
Smiles on the lip that uttered them. 

In tones of melody. 
Yet have they strength to wound or bless, 

Lightly as they are flung ; 
Still writ upon some human heart. 

Told by an Angel's tongue. 

Words !— What are Words P A simple Word 

Hath spells to call the tears, 
That long hath lain a sealM fount. 

Unclosed thro' mournful years. 
Back from the unseen sepulchre, 

A Word hath summoned forth 
A form — ^that hath its place no more 

Among the things of Earth. 
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Words — ^heed them well; some wliispered one 

Hath yet a power to fling 
A shadow on the brow; the Soul 

In agony to wring; 
A name — forbidden, or forgot. 

That sometimes, unawares. 
Murmurs upon our wak'ning lips. 

And mingles in our prayers. 

Oh Words — sweet Words ! A blessing comes 

Softly from kindly lips ; 
Tender ^dearing tones, that break 

The Spirit's (kear eclipse. 
Oh ! are there not some cherished tones 

In the deep heart enshrined. 
Uttered but once — they pass'd — and left 

A track of light behind ? 

Words I— What are Words ? Ah ! knpVst thou not 

The household names of love ? 
The thousand tender memories. 

That float their graves above ? 
Long buried by the world's cold tread. 

Yet mid the crowd they rise. 
And smile, as Angel-guests would smile. 

With gentle earnest eyes. 

Thou hast been blessed, if never bent 

Thine head, in anguish low. 
To hide the trembling lip— the tear 

That harsh Words caused to flow. 
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Striying in yain, to mask the pam. 

Veiled by thy silent pride. 
The faint smile of the blanching lip. 

That strove the pang to hide. 

But oh ! more blest ! if mem'ry brings 

No record of the past. 
Where angry glance, and cruel word, 

Their with'ring shadow cast ; 
Where no dead eye fell monrnfoUy, 

When on the quiv'ring Sonl 
Your bitter Words went echoing 

Like the loud thunder roll. 

By God's Eternal dwelling-place. 

Those Words went floating by. 
And still the echo wanders on. 

Throughout Eternity. 
And whisp'ring yet within thine heart, 

'' The still small voice" is heard. 
And thou shalt cry, " Oh, God ! forgive 

My heedless — ^bitter Word." 

Are there no Words, that from the fount 

Of Life and Blessing come. 
Cheering the sorrowing Soul with love. 

And leading wanderers homeJ^ 
Christ I — write Thou Thy Words of peace. 

Upon our hearts, and be 
The guard of each winged messenger. 

That upward flies to Thee. 
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THE SOLDIER'S GBAVE. 

«< o Thou %^^ hearert prayer, vnto Thee ahaU all fleah oome.*' 

Padlm Izv. 2. 

Ear beyond the Baltic wave, 

Doth the brave young Soldier sleep; 
Think'st thon^ by that distant Grave, 
It were solace once to weep ? 

Nearer, Mother, nnto thee. 
Win thy loved and lost one be. 

Not on battle-fields a&r. 

Where the strong man met the strife ; 
Not where fever, fierce as War, 
Drank the corrent of his life— 

Not on Death's track, dark and dim. 
Weeping Widow, look for him. 

Think'st thoa on the blood-stained bier. 

That freed Spirit hov'xeth yet P 
Do the Souls that loved as here. 
Every tie of love forget ? 

Raise to God thy earth-bound eyes, ' 
For His Kingdom round thee lies. 

England numbers proudly o'er 

Names, for te*s thou canst not speak; 
And the Nation's psoan bore 
Anguish unto hearts that break. 

Sadder death they might have died. 
Than to fall our Nation's pride. 
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Give to Glory all she crave, 

Though thy loss thy bosom sears ; 
Spurn not laurels on his grave, 
For we water them with tears. 

And a fair unfadiiig crown. 

Thy young Soldier now hath won. 

Muse not on the loved, as dead— 

For God's Kingdom draweth near; 
Take thy cross, and bow thine head — 
Christ shall wipe away the tear ; 

Then thy tearless eyes shall see 
All thy loved awaiting thee. 

Who shall chide thy sorrow ? None, 

In this weary world below ; 
He, who raised the Widow's son, 
Looketh on thee in thy woe : 

He, who wept when Lazarus died — 
He is watching by thy side. 

And He will restore them I Yea, 
Those thou leadest to His feet. 
Thou shalt find in that blest day. 
Where the parted pilgrims meet : 

There, where Christ doth live and reign, 
Thou shalt clasp thine own again. 

Long years since you bent the knee. 

Nightly by each little bed; 
And the Angels smiled to see 
All the tender tears you shed; 

For the tears were half a prayer 
For thy darlings slumbering there. 



« 



« 
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Lord ! my children do Thou make 

Ever Thine !" they heard thee say ; 

Bless them for my Saviour's sake !" 

So they bore that prayer away 

To the Courts no foot hath trod. 
Even to the Throne of God. 



Hath He blessed them P Gouldst thou hear 

Their glad voices near the Throne, 
Thou would'st count each promise dear. 
And take hope from every one ; 

And believe thy loved ones there. 
With the God that heareth Prayer. 
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CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

" Thon Shalt call His name Jesus : for He shall save His people from 
their Atos.''^ Mattheto i. 81. 

Sweetly thro' the vault of Heaven 

Floats the Angels' joyful song. 
" Hail ! the Eastern Star hath risen ; 

Earth the blessed sound prolong. 

See, He comes, the Holy Stranger — 

Not in palaces of pride ; 
But within a lowly manger 

Doth the Prince of Peace abide. 
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No glad songs of triumph, telling 
That the Savioor Christ is bom; 

He hath sought a humble dwelling. 
Of Earth's mighty ones the scorn. 

Yea ! behold Him, Scoffer, Scomer, 
Eor to sinners doth He come ; 

With the meek, and with the mourner, 
'Tis with these He makes His home. 

Blessed echoes floating o'er us. 
Sweetly on the Soul they swell ; 

Let us join the Angel chorus, 
" Now is bom Emmanuel !" 



PATHWAYS. 

*' What I do thou knowest not now : bat thou shalt know hereafter." 

John ziii. 7. 
** The Angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear 
him, and deUyereth them,**— Psalm xzady. 7. 

God gttideth all His children home. 

By paths we know not here ; 
But once with Him, His ways will be 

To all His loved ones clear : 
Eor wondrous is the Love that leads. 

And Eaith at last may learn 
To tread with child-like humble heart. 

Nor yet the way discern. 
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Beneath the shelf ring household roof. 

From childhood's earliest day, 
God pkceth some, and to Himself 

He gently leads the way. 
A mother's holy care He gives. 

The infant steps to guide. 
And hymns of praise, familiar songs 

Learnt at a mother's side. 

Nnrtnred by parents' anxious prayer 

Thro' every path they trod. 
From days when first their lips were taught 

To lisp the name of God; 
As flowers, by tender hands upraised. 

No with'ring storm might dim. 
Whose first-bom fragrance Christ received — 

Whose last sigh rose to Him. 

The lot of some is cast alone 

By pitfall and by snare. 
Without one hand of love to warn. 

Of point the danger there. 
Struggling for light, yet falling oft. 

And weeping sore the fall ; 
K these thy sorrows, lonely one. 

Thy Father knows them all. 

The loveless mook thine ardent Soul, 

With cold and scornful mien; 
But One doth mark thine heart-warm tears— 

Thy perilled path hath seen. 
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Thy stifled cry no echo woke— 

No kindly solace stirred ; 
But high, amid the golden harps 

That qxdy'ring sob was heard. 

Oh! flEdthless Child, ooold'st thoa but pierce 

The shionding veil around. 
And see the radiant hosts of Heaven 

Thy thorny path soiroond. 
Then woold'st thou know whose servant thou, 

And in that strife would be, 
A joy to fed thy need had brought 

Thy Saviour nearer thee. 

Look up !— The noontide heat may shed 

Its fervour on thy brow. 
The burden of thy daily toil 

Weigh down thy spirit now ; 
But still about thy path, thy bed, 

God'3 min'string servants be ; 
A conquered foe is he who fights 

Against thy Lord and thee. 

And some there are — Gk>d waketh them 

IVom slumber, at His word ; 
And e'er the Bridegroom come, they wake. 

And rise to meet their Lord« 
He calleth whom He will. He bids 

The Tempter^s legion flee ; 
And sweet His voice, to all it sounds — 

"Arise and follow Me." 
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^ THE MIDNIGHT WATCH. 

" In my distress I called upon the Lord, and cried unto qiy Ck>d : He 
heard my voice out of His Temple, and my cry came before ffim, even 
unto His ears.'' — Psakn xyiii. 6. 

In the deep stillness of this silent hour, 

Christ, thy peace impart ; 
Now, as aronnd the shades of darkness lour. 

Speak to my troubled heart. 
Thy voice alone the doubts of day can banish; 

They own Thy sweet control. 
And with the midnight of the Earth shall vanish. 

The midnight of my Soul. 

Oh ! let me rise again, with all things rising. 

Glad, grateful for Thy Light ; 
Thy precious Promises, Thy Love more prizing, 

Eor the deep gloom of Night. 
Lighten mine eyes ! that so my soul may reckon 

The Stars the darkness brings. 
And to a deathless mom the Sun may beckon 

With healing on His wings. 



THE EREEND. 

*< Forsake me not, O Lord; O my God, be not fiur from me.** 

Psalm zzzviU. 21. 
" I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee."~J7e&. ziii. 5. 

Friends frown, and fall away — 

, Even the nearest ; 

As the night follows day. 

Death claims the dearest. 
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Far from the aching breast 

Loved ties are riven; 
Vainly we seek for rest 

So far from Heaven. 
Hark ! 'tis the Voice of One, 

Mourner, that meets thee ;] 
Though all thj joy hath flown, 

Fondly it greets thee. 
Sweetly it sounds above 

Harsh words that grieve thee; 
Still, in unchanging love, 

"I will not leave thee." 
Up ! rouse thee ! God is nigh ; 

From slumber wake thee : 
He who hath heard thy cry 

Will not forsake thee. 
Mourner, thy Friend is near ; 

Who then can sever 
Thee from his watchful care, 

Thine, thine for ever ? 
Thro' the drear desert land 

What can betide thee, 
With a fond Father's hand 

Gently to guide thee ? 
Though the wild river still 

Eaveth below thee. 
Not a wave, o'er His will. 

E'er can o'erflow thee; 
Nor on yon spirit shore 

Will that Friend leave thee ; 
Life's latest struggles o'er, 

Christ shall receive thee. 
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THE GWJ! m THE TBEASURY. 

" Thoa Shalt sorely giye him ; and fhine heart shall not be'grieyed 
when tiioa givest unto him: because that for this thing the Lmrd thy 
God shall bless thee."— Z^euf. zv. 10. 

It was no wealth thou gavest me, 

Nor gift that gold could bring; 
And none but God besides did see 

Thy heart-wmng offering. 

A Tear — God bless thee for that Tear ; 

A prayer — God holds it now : 
It fell like mnsic on my ear — 

Like bahn upon my brow. 

An Angel bore that Tear on high ; 

The Prayer, the Saviour heard : 
And safe in His own Treasury 

Garnered each broken word. 

Oh ! think, that in the Land of Peace, 

That Christ with Ught doth fill. 
When Tears and Prayers alike shall cease. 

Thy gift endureth still. 

Christ smiled upon the Tear, the Prayer 

Did guide it to His feet ; 
And now a gem it sparkleth there. 

Till we in Heaven shall meet. 
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THE STRANGER. 

" He found him in m d/uent land, and in the waste hmrling wilder- 
ness : He led him about— He instructed him— He Icept him aa the iq>ple 
of His tje."—Deut. zzzii. 2, 10. 

Far irom the faithful pilgrim band 

I wandered in a Desert land* 

My garments stained by Earth's dark soil, 

Eeet torn, and weary with the toil 

Of lengthened travel ; days had gone. 

Yet fonnd me heart-sick and alone. 

Low in the dost I threw me there. 

In snllen silence of despair ; 

And from the burden that I bore 

A scroll I took : 'twas blotted o'er» 

No page unmarred, or sore defaced 

By wilfol hands ; and there I traced 

The mystic characters I fain 

Had hidden from my sight, again. 

Line after line I saw arise. 

With sad upbraiding memories : 

The sins of youth, of manhood's years, 

Each footstep stained by blood or tears. 

Until I dreamed that fiends around 

£[ad chained me, in unhallowed ground. 

And God foredoomed my wretched lot, « 

"Depart — depart, I know ye not !" 

'Twas midnight in that Desert land. 

When lo ! I saw before me stand 

A Stranger ! Majesty and grace 

Arrayed His form, and from His face 
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A lambent light of glory spread. 
That o'er each passing footstep played. 
With sweet compassion in His eye 
He spake, ''Return, why wilt thou die P 
Behold the Lamb of God, who died ; 
These pierced feet — ^this bleeding side : 
With thorns for thee my brow was crowned ; 
These hands in anguish harshly bound, 
That all thy sin might be forgiven. 
And win thee hope, and peace, and heaven. 
My blood can cleanse from ev'ry stain ; 
Say, shall that blood be shed in vain ?" 
With gentle gesture then He took 
From my weak hand the blotted book. 
And 'neath His garments, shining bright, 
He hid the dark scroll from my sight. 
In pleasant pastures, at His will, 
He led me, and by waters still; 
That I might learn His Yoice to know. 
And seek where Living Fountains flow. 
New sandals bound He on my feet — 
Taught me a new song, strange and sweet ; 
Bound up my bleeding heart, and smiled. 
And tenderly He called me " Child." 
He smiled upon me ! Gould it be. 
The Sinless One had smiled on me ? 
Thus sinking 'neath my load of Sin, 
The Lord my tearfol gaze did win. 
Long years He waited at my gate, 

thankless Soul ! that made Him wait. 

1 heard Him, yet remained unmoved. 

Yet still He knocked, and watched, and loved. 
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Oh tender Love, tliat watched alone, 

When Earth's false joys and smiles were gone ; 
Oh mighty Love, that sought to bless 

The wanderer in the wilderness, 
By Thee alone the feeble stand, 

And none shall pluck them &om Thine Hand. 



THE ANGEL MESSENGER. 

<< .And now DMn see not the bright light which is in the doads." 

Jobxxx7il.2l. 

Sorrow ! thou art God's Angel ! on thy track 

A thousand holy messengers do come. 
Calling the wandering child, in mercy back ; 

Pointing afar, and gently whispering "home." 
Upon thy path we trace the footsteps bright 

Of One,-who for our sakes, with thee hath trod; 
His tears still gem the thorns, until the light 

Blends into radiance —leading on to God. 
Down to the fathomless dark depths He passed. 

And left; a lamp to lighten up the Tomb ; 
And now, amid the gloom, its beams are cast. 

The lonely valley's darkness to illume. 
Thou art God's Angel Sorrow, though thy face. 

Veiled by thy shadowy wings, is hid awhile. 
Sweet is the message on thy scroU we trace— ^ 

A holy rapture hath thy parting smile. 

E 
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I 
Cowards are we — fain would we pass thee by. 

When thoa wonldst wake the Soul by Sin long stained ; 

But at thy flight, we own thy ministry— 

And find— we haye an Angel entertained. 



THE PROMISE. 

** Th<m hast girded me with strengtti to the bsMle."— S Soul zzit 40. 

As thy day thy strength shall be» 
Thou the Lord the promise gave ns ; 

Shall we look in vain for Thee, 
In the threatening hour to save us P 

Precious promise breathed to me, 

As thy day thy strength shall be. 

Lord ! my trembling Soul forgot 

All my future lay before Thee ; 
Thou had'st fixed the wanderer's lot— 

Thou in loye wer't watching o'er me. 
Sinking Soul, thy doubts must flee. 
As thy day thy strength shall be. 

God the promise writ in blood ! 

Canst thou fear that He will f aQ thee ? 
Death nor Hell His might withstood; 

Tremble not, tho' doubts assail thee — 
Best on Him, and thou wilt see. 
As thy day thy strength shall be. 
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THE PLEA FOR MERCY. 

" Return, for I am merciftil, sidth the Lord."— n/«r. iii. 12. 

Be merdfol ! Poor feeble human ken 

May never read aright the Inner Soal» 
Veiled from the canons gaze of soomfd men ; 

Yet they who ask not, well may claim the dole 
Of more than common pity. Would'st thon here 

The scale of Justice balance ? Go and weigh 
The Erring^s fault with every hidden tear 

At midnight wept ; take each dread fear that day 
Can soothe not, nor dispel — ^the unuttered thought— 

The sharp temptation — ^the unguarded hour — 
The great and glorious dreams, that once were fraught 

With Beauty, cankered. If thou hast this power, 
And thou hast never err'd, judge thon this Man — 

This fallen Brother^— harshly, as e'en now. 
And place him 'neath a fellow mortal's ban. 

And bid him to a fellow mortal bow. 
If not — ^be pitiful, and gently speak; 

If he be sorrowful, lead hun back. 
Harsh words cold hearts may harden, warm ones break. 

And tears are rife enough on Life's dark track. 
Be merciful ! The day may yet be nigh, 

Though thy harsh judgment hath been long forgot. 
When thou shalt raise thy shame-averted eye. 

And plead for pity, and yet find it not. 
Oh ! will it not be grief enough to know 

The bitter pangs of self-upbraiding then. 
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Without the wounds that harsh rebukes bestow, 

Or scornful glances of thy fellow men P 
Oh ! gently, gently speak, dry thou the tear 

That dims the Earthward glance, there is a spell 
In Love to charm the whisperings of Despair; 

Bidding sweet Hope its tale of music tell. 
E'en with the froward deal with tenderness, 

And they shall li?e the guiding light to see. 
The lips that curse thee now may learn to bless ; 

deal with' them as thou would'st have God deal with thee. 



SPIBIT VOICES. 

" When I remember these things, I pour out my Soul in me." 

Psakn zUi. 4. 

Nearer and nearer day by day the distant voices come ; 
Soft through the pearly gate, they swell and seem to call 

me home. 
The lamp of Idf e bums faint and low — aye, let it fainter bum ; 
For who would weep the failing lamp, when birds foretell 

the mom? 
I saw the faces of my loved gleam through the twilight 

t dim, 
And softly on the morning air arose the heayen-bom hymn. 
With looks of love they gazed on me, as none gaze on me 

now, 
The glory of the Infinite surrounded every brow : 
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Fair Lilies^ star-like in their bloom, and waving palms they 

bore, 
And oh! the smiles of peace and joythose heay'nlyfaces wore, 
O Father ! in Thy pitying Love, around me let them wait ; 
Be theirs the gentle hands to gdde the wanderer to the gate. 
Thou ! who hast fathomed Death's dark tide, save me from 

Death's alarms, 
Beneath my trembling Soul* oh ! stretch thine Everlasting 

Arms. 
No second Cross — ^no thorny Crown doth bruise Thy sacred 

brow. 
Thou, who the wine-press trod alone, o'er the dark wave 

bear me now. 
An angoish hour-a pang of pain-and then shaU pass away 
The veil that shroud'st Thee where Thou reign'st in Ever- 
lasting Day. 
No sin, no sigh, no sound of pain, can wring the bosom there, 
But deeds of Love and Holy joy, or tidings blest to bear. 
How long, oh ! Lord I how long before they take me by the 

hand* 
And I, Thy weakest Child, at last amongThy Children stand? 
Beyond the stars, that steadfast shine, my Soul doth pine 

to soar. 
To dwell within my Father's House, and leave that House 

no more. 
O Lord Thou hast with Angel-food my fainting Spirit fed; 
If tis Thy will I linger here, guide Thou the path I tread. 
And tho' my Soul doth pant to pass within the pearly gate, 
O teach me for Thy^summons, Lord, in patience still to wait. 
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THE WAITAEER. 

" For whosoever shall giTeyoa a oup of water to drink in my name, 
beoaiue ye belong to Chrut, verily I say onto you, he shall not lose his 
reward."— i/oTifc Iz. 41. 

There is a straight and narrow path, 

Hedged in ivith many a thorn. 
And they who reach the starry height. 

The Martyr's badge have borne. 
The blood that tracks their wonnded feet 

Their trailing robes may hide ; 
But they who mark the tear-stained cheek, 

Pass on the other side. 

The Father from on high, beheld 

A wayward erring Child — 
A Pilgrim from the paths of peace, 

Of treasured joys beguiled. 
He marked the wanderer from the way, 

By treacherous robbers led; 
He saw how fidnt Life's pulses beat. 

How sore the wounds that bled. 

The Worldling heeding not his pain. 

Gazed on him as he lay; 
The Priest in pomp, and scornful pride, 

Went coldly on his way. 
Not so the Saviour—and not so 

The servant He wonld send ; 
And Angels glory in the task. 

The helpless to defend. 
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Blest work to raise the stricken heart — 

Another's harden bear — 
Point to the bakn of Gilead^ 

The good Physician there. 
The bleeding wound the Savionr binds, 

Pours in the oil and wine ; 
And the Stranger from His gracious Hand 

Commendeth unto thine. 

The tear of pity falleth not 

Unvalued in His sight ; 
His treasury holds each tender word 

Safe with the widow's mite. 
Beware how thou the Stranger scorn, 

Deal gently with his pain; 
The debt of love Christ will repay 

When He returns again. 



THE WITHERED GOUBD. 

" I was dumb, I opened not mj mouth ; because thou didst it." 

Psalm zudz. 9. 

Hear me, my God I and if my lip hath dared 
Murmur beneath Thine hand, oh teach me now 

To feel each inmost thought before Thee bared. 
And this rebellious will in faith to bow. 
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Though I wept wildly o'er the ruined shrine. 
Where earthly idols held Thy place alone. 

Now purify and make this temple thine. 
And teach me, Lord, to say, "Thy will be done !" 

The waters that had slaked my bumiug thirst 

In the wild wilderness, forgot to flow; 
The gourde whose blossoms I had fondly nursed. 

Soon ceased its fruit and foliage to bestow : 
The fountains all were dry; — ^but Thou didst bring 

My fainting steps unto Thy path once more. 
Thy Loye hath led me to that heavenly spring. 

And gently bade me " drink and thirst no more." 

In pleasant shelter of the gourd I dwelt. 

And in its beauty dreamt not of decay; 
But 'neath its withering shade I trembling knelt. 

And knew the Yoice that bade it fade away. 
I watched the blossoms drooping at Thy word 

In early morning, and at noon was gone 
E'en the last promise of its buds— oh. Lord, 

My heart refused to say, "Thy will be done !" 

Ere the fierce fervour of the noon had past. 

Thou who hadst bid my earthly shelter fade. 
Had o'er my stricken head in mercy cast 

A doud more welcome than the cheerful shade : 
I blest the Hand that smote, the Hand that healed ; 

Eor not in vain hath died the sinless One, 
Who with His precious blood our pardon sealed. 

And taught us first to say, " Thy will be done !" 
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What can I bring to offer that is mine ? 

A youth of sorrow and a life of sin — 
What can I lay upon the hallowed shrine. 

One hope of pardon for the past to win ? 
While thus a suppliant at Thy feet I bow. 

Still dare I lift to Thee my tearful eyes ; 
I plead the promise of Thy Word, that Thou 

A broken, contrite heart wilt not despise. 

What shall I bring P A bruised spirit, Lord, 

Worn with the contest, pining now for rest. 
And yearning for Thy peace, as some poor bird 

'Mid the wild tempest seeks its mother's breast ; 
My sacrifice— the Lamb who for us died; 

I plead — the merits of Thy dying Son; 
I bring — Thy Promises, none else beside : 

In love Thou smitest. Lord, " Thy will be done !" 



THE SOUL'S ALAHUM. 

'* Awake thou that sloepest, and arise fh>m the dead, and 

Christ ahall give thee light."— i?jpA. t. 14. 

Arouse thee, laggard Sonl— awake— awake ! 

Sise and depart, for this is not thy rest ; 
Bend meekly down, and then as bravely take 

The Cross, Grod lays on thee. Tho' sore distrest 
And weary be thy way, fear not ! Look up — 

He mighty is to save ! He whispers, " Gome." 
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Another wine shall fill thy brimming cnp, 
In the bright mansions of thy Father's home. 

To hosts of Heayen, unseen by mortal eye, 
He giveth charge, to fence, to guard thy ways : 

They do their Master's bidding joyfully, 
And mark each triumph with a song of praise ; 

Not for their sins He died— He did not take 

His cross to bear for them.— Arise, oh Soul* awake ! 



THE FAITHLESS SOUL. 

** Why are ye fearfiil, oh ye of little faith.**— ifal<A«t0 Till. S8. 

Oh anxious brooding heart, be still, and learn 
That Love is Faith : can Human sense discern 
God's hidden purpose, and wouldst thou ask 
Each one made dear to thee ? Thy easier task 
Lies in obedience. Look thou back, and see 
How thou wert cared for; mark how oyer thee 
And thy young Life was spread th' unwearying care 
Of Him, the sleepless Shepherd : pathways fair 
Were for thy falf ring feet in mercy made. 
And light broke o'er thee thro' the gloomiest shade. 
Thy dull pulse quickened to a joyful song, 
Though human loye cheered not thy steps along. 
By gentle rirers of refreshment, oft 
Though wandering thou wast led, and borne aloft. 
In arms that failed thee not, still fondly watched 
From hidden dangers and destruction snatched. 
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God is not changed ; He, Thy Shepherd, reads 
Thee faithless Heart, yet still the way He leads. 
While o'er the rising billows of Life's Sea, 
" Saye or I ^rish I" brings Him close to thee. 



THE SOUL COMMTTTING ITSELF TO GOD. 

" Shew me Thy wajs oh Lord; teach me Thy paths."— PMrfm zzr. 4. 
*' Whom have I in Heaven hut Thee, and tiiere is none npon earth 
that I dedre beside Thee."— PsoAn Izziii. 25. 

Eather ! For pleasant paths on Earth, 

My Spirit yeameth not ; 
For loving kindred's clasping hands. 

And home, I ask Iliee not. 
I would forego all anxious thought. 

And cast on Thee my care. 
Content to see Thy Love in sJl— - 

To trace Thee everywhere. 

Teach me to listen for Thy Yoioe, 

When the World's storm howleth loud; 
Help me to look for light from Thee, 

Beneath the darkest cloud. 
To feel Thy Hand the tempest rules 

That Thou canst hear and save — 
That Thou hath set a bound unto 

The wildest, stormiest wave. 
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The tempest yet was ne'er so loud 

To drown the Soul's faint cry; 
Nor cloud so dark to hide thy child 

From Thine allseeing Eye. 
Lighten mine eyes, that I may read 

Each page of Life to me ; 
And from each passing hour receive 

A message Lord from Thee. 

Lead me to seek, with patient prayer. 

Thy counsel for my stay, 
And look to Thee to guide my steps 

Li thine appointed way. 
With glad and grateful heart accept 

The work Thy Wisdom wills. 
And bless the Hand that but in Love 

The cup of sorrow fills. 

Seeking what path Thou'dst have me take- 

What heart to cheer or bless. 
Even as I would ask of Thee 

For comfort in distress ; 
Content to share in other's joy. 

And if this may not be. 
Still happy that my chequered lot 

Was chosen Lord by Thee. 
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THE COTTER'S PBAYER. 

" Now alflo when I am old and greyheaded, O God, forsake me not." 

Ptahn had. 18. 
«( Though He slay me, yet will I tnut hi Hhn.'*-%/b6 ziii. 15. 

Hark I from the Cotter's hearth, goes up 

The hymn of joyful praise, 
"Eor all Thy blessed gifts, oh I God, 

Onr grateful hearts we raise. 
This fond companion of my youth. 

These children of our loye. 
Oh ! make them Thine — preserve them Thine, 

Until we meet above.** 

Again, beneath that humble roof, 

I heard the Cotter's prayer. 
The childless partner of his grief 

Was bowed beside him there ; 
The dear young voices, one by one. 

Had dropped the hymn below. 
To join a holier strain above. 

Than we on earth may know. 

Tho' falt'rmg fell his feeble voice ; 

I heard it raised to bless. 
And still a cheerful song arose 

Of praise and thankfulness. 
"Thou Lord hast heard Thy 8enrant*s prayer. 

Our children are Thine own; 
But blessings hast Thou left us still. 

Thy gracious will be done." 
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Upon his pale and farrowed brow 

Waved locks of silver sheen. 
And channels on the withered cheek 

Told where the tears had been. 
Once had he strove to check the grief 

That pained another's gaze. 
And now his eyes may weep unmarked, 

The soothing current stays. 

Oh ! there are woes no tears can soothe. 

Nor human love relieve, 
And harshly sounds the voice that bids 

The mourner cease to grieve. 
But tenderly there waiteth One, 

The trusting Soul to bless. 
And reads as none else reads aright 

The heart's own bitterness. 

Days past : and still the aged man 

Knelt by that hearth alone ; 
Yet meekly still I heard him pray, 

"Oh Lord! Thy will be done ! 
Thou did'st bestow the blessings which 

So pleasant made my lot— 
Thou hast recalled Thine own ; I know 

Thou wilt forsake me not." 
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LIGHT m PARKNE8S. 

** The Lord redeemeth the Soul of Bia Serranta, and none of than 
that trust in Him ahaU be deaolate.**— PmAh zzzir. 93. 

Oh say not. Life must ever be a vale of tears and woe ; 
And tiiat a dark and thorny path, is only onrs below : 
How many a beam of light and lore is o*er the Pilgrim 

thrown I 
And blossoms, on a barren rock, have by his pathway grown. 

God placed us here— onr tasks were mark'd by His Almighty 

hand; 
A fonnt of living water springs in Earth's most desert land; 
Twas Love that tnmed the cup aside, thy eager lip had 

quaffed, 
'Twas Wisdom sawtho'fairto thee, the poison in the draught. 

Heheal'd]thewo\md,inmeroy dealt, to save thee endless pain; 
,,And tenderly the hand of love hath raised thee up again : 
How many a day of health and joy the thankless heart 

receives. 
Mourning o'er what God takes away,not heedingallHe gives. 

What though the clouds with darkness veU the glad sun 
from our sight; 

And weary hearts will sometimes &int« and winds the 
blossoms blight ; 

Yet know we not in cloud, in storm, we own a Saviour^s care, 

And though the tempest gather round, that God is every- 
where! 
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HOME. 

" For the bed Is shorter than that a man can stretch hhnself on it, 
and the coyering narrower than that he can wrap himself in it." — 

Isaiah xxyiiL 80. 

" Then shall the dust return to the Earth as it was, and the Sfrfrit 
shall return unto God who gave it." — Eccks, zii. 7. 

The Home I sigh for is no kindred dwelling 

Where eager eyes look wistfully for me. 
Where hand meets hand, and hearts with raptnre swelling. 

Bid the long parted the most loved one be. 

Home I smiling home I the limes are o'er it drooping. 
Yet, from its chambers children stand aloof; 

So low it lies, that thy kind hand, in stooping, 
Alone may touch its green and humble roof. 

Home ! peaceful home I the grass doth grow around it ; 

For garden flowers the daisies blossom fair; 
Narrow its walls — an arm's breadth well may boxmd it ; 

But sound of scorn or wrong can reach not there. 

Oh I welcome home I the exile, gazing blindly 
Through tears of tenderness the loyed to see, 

Haileth his natiye shore with thoughts less kiudly 
Than my poor heart looks hopefully to thee I 

There in the dust shall perish Life's last anguish. 
While the freed Soul to purer realms shall soar. 

Exile no longer from its home, to languish. 
And Home-— my Home I— is mine for evermore ! 
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HYMN FOR SUMMER. 

** The pastures of the wilderness do spring, for the tree beareth her 
fttiit, the flg-tree and the vine do yield her strength : be glad tiien ye 
children of Zion, and rejoice in the Lord your QodJ'—Joei ii. 22. 

Where'er I rest mine eyes, oh Lord, 

I trace Thy love. Thy power; 
'Tis imaged in the glorious skies, 

*Tis writ in every flower. 
The fragrant grass beneath my feet. 

The bird that skims the air, 
The breeze that gently fans my brow. 

All these Thy Love declare. 
The valley rich in golden grain. 

The glittering lake and rills. 
The grazing herd in fertile mead, 

The wild deer on the hills— 
These answer to Thy fostering care ; 

Then can it ever be 
That I mistrust the guardian Hand 

That saves and succours me ? 
In hours of loneliness and dread. 

Be this my constant shield. 
That He whose careful love doth tend 

The lilies of the field. 
That toil not for their glorious garb ; 

Or with a tenderer care 
Feedeth the wild bird's callow brood— 

Will hear my anxious prayer. 
Great is Thy mercy 1 Thou hast taught. 

My wondering gaze to see, 

r 



66 



In every simple flower that grows. 

Some welcome boon from Thee ; 
The silence of the midnight hour. 

The stars upon their path, 
The ocean with its mirrored depth. 

Its melody or wrath. 
As the bright bow first fondly placed 

For trembling Souls to view, 
Thy type of Love that should not fsjl 

Of promise ever true. 
Thy voice is breathing to my Soul 

Beneath the forest shade. 
And oft I pause to bless the Hand 

That hath such beauty made ; 
And yet more curiously hath framed 

The wondrous mind to scan 
Each glorious thing that Thou hast made 

To minister to Man ! 



THE MIDNIGHT MESSAGE. 

As one whom lUa mother oomforteth, so wUl I aomfort yon.** 

laaiah Izri. 13. 

Never on my ear thus faintly 

Breaks the falling Fountain's play- 
Never thus yon fragrant blossoms 
Scent the air at dose of day ; 
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But a midnight yigil mes. 

That I kept alar— alonei 
Life till then a n^tio problem^ 

And its holLir tasks nnknown^ 

Thus a Eonntain's meaanred plashing 

I had heedless rested hj. 
Wearied like the World's edld wisdom, 

With its doll monotony : 
Other sounds had snnkin silenoe» 

Not a voice of loye or cheer 
Mnrmured in the deepening shadows, 

Tones familiar to mine ear. 

StrnggUng rose each prayer of angoish 

Like a bird of weary wing^ 
Beating 'gainst a dosed portal. 

Falling faint and fluttering. 
Not a breeze had moved a leaflet 

Of the wild Magnolia's bloomy 
When a blossom fdl beside me,' 

Li that night of grief and g^oom. 

Not a starlit gleam broke o'er it, 

Yet it breathed its breath of bami. 
And the fire-flies around it 

Joined in Nature's silent psalm. 
And that cool fair stranger flower 

Might some tender friend have been. 
Who had sought me in my sorrow. 

And had watched me all unseen. 
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And I drooped my throbbing forehead 

On the blossom on my knee, 
Monnnring ''Where art thon, my Mother? 

With thy loYe to comfort me." 
Deep the pause — then soffcly sighing 

IVom that solemn sea-girt shore. 
Came a voice, whose echo lingers 

In my sad heart eyermore. 

"Rise," it seemed to say, "forlorn one, ] 

Lift thee bravely from the sod; 
Life hath still its tasks, aronse thee ! 

All must change but Heaven and God. 
God — ^who careth for the sparrow, 

God — ^who marks each Hly fade; 
Sets His bounds xmto the wild-waves. 

And the Son's bright chambers laid. 

He hath spread abroad the curtain. 

Shrouding from the world the light, 
Tet above each helpless sleeper 

Watcheth through the hours of night. 
Doth He scorn the sorrow-striekenP 

Doth He coldly mark thy woe P 
No ! — ^with gentle benedictions, 

God the Father looks below. 

Counts each tear, although in torrents 
On thy daspM hands they fall. 

Treasures up thy prayers, unspoken. 
And thy heart-pangs numbereth all. 



69 



One who was with grief acquainted, 
Trod the Earth alone and poor. 

And each woe the Man of Sorrows 
Aids the weakest to endnre. 

Think upon that mystic vigil 

When His blood was wept for thee ; 
And thy Soul will find a solace 

From that dread Gethsemane. 
He hath trod the way thou treadest-— 

Eelt the scourge — endured the scorn, 
Every pang that thou canst suffer 

He — ^the Sinless One, hath borne. 

Be thou patient— yea and hopeful, 

Eest and home they are not here. 
Other climes smile in the distance, 

Where the skies are bright and clear. 
There from eyes long used to weeping 

Qod will wipe away the tear ; 
Sweeter sounds than Earth's sweet music 

Greet the dull'd and heavy ear. 

Round thee float enfranchised Spirits, 

Who have watched and wept like thee. 
They could lead thee, couldst thou follow 

Where no wrong — ^no tears can be. 
God— who feeds the little sparrow. 

Bids thee trust Him, watch, and wait. 
For the Soul that rests upon Him 

Never can be desolate." 
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SoMy stole the dawn around me, 

Ev^ sleeping blossom woke ; 
And the Fountain's Mimg waters 

On my ear in mnsic broke. 
And I said, "Oh Soul, henceforward 

Seek no more thy rest below ; 
See ! the shadows flee before ns, 

And the day breaks, let us go.' 
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Forward to the Land of Promise ! 

Tho' the Biver dark may be, 
Now I know whose Hand of Mercy 

Through eaoh danger guideth me. 
From my feeble vision fjEdleth 

Yeib of doubt, that once I wore; 
Ghrifit hath lov'd me, sought and found me, 

I am His for evermore ! 



THE FLOWER ON THE GRAVE. 

" If the dead riie not, then is not Christ raised."— Cbr. zv. 16. 

As late we paus'd in mournful musing, over 
A scarce green grave, the thought within me stirr'd 

Of her who sought the Sepulchre, to cover 
With costly spices Christ the Living Lord. 

'' He is not here you seek for, He hath risen," 
Spake Angeb, watching by, while Mary wept. 
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The King of Kings hath bnist His rock-bonnd prison ; 

Can He not wake the Soul that here hath slept ? 
His Voice had summoned 'neath Earth's wintry bosom. 

Long slomb'ring Nature £rom her ice-bound thrall. 
And on the Grave there bloom'd a little blossom, 

Whispering of him for whom our tear-drops fall. 
Unto my heart it was the Angel's warning, 

Oh I he you weep inhabits not the sod, 
The Eastern Star on Death's dark midnight dawning 

Fell on the Grave, and lit him to his God. 
Qoth'd in mean garb, Earth's narrow cell may nourish 

The Spirit buds, enfolded darkly there ; 
But the freed blossom in fair climes shall flourish. 

Ages fleet by and leave it yet more fair." 
Thus to the little flower a Voice was given. 

Its gentle wisdom sooth'd a mourner's grief- 
It told me one I wept with Christ had risen, 

" Lord, I believe : help Thou mine unbelief." 



SWEET COUNSEL. 

** Then they who fbared the Lord spake often one to another ; and 
the Lord hearkened and heard it, and a book of remembrance was 
written before Hhn, for them that feared the Lord, and thought upon 
Hie name."— Jfoloeftl iU. 16. 

Oh tell me no more of the days to come, 

When Earth shall again seem fair. 
Yon spirit-land hath a rarer light 

Than ever the Earth can wear. 
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still sp^k of that home where the happy dwell. 

Of the service from sin set free. 
Of the holy song of the Angel's tell, 

For sweet is the song to me. 

Let us speak of the Erieud who can never change— 

Of the glory His people know — 
Of the voiceless joy that the Spirit breathes. 

That we tremb'ling taste below. 
Oh if you would gladden my lips with smiles. 

As the shadows of Death come on. 
Dwell on the dawn of that brighter day. 

The weary on Earth have won. 

Tell of the Cross, where the Saviour bled. 

That my Soul may forget her fears. 
Point where the Son for the Sinner pleads 

And numbers the Sinner's tears. 
There are mansions fair in my Father's house. 

And will He not guide me home P 
Yea ! soft to my Soul through the pearly gate. 

The Spirit and Bride cry " Come." 



THE WANDERER. 

*'l0itweUwiththe«faild? And she answered * 11 is well.!* 

2 Kwgi !▼. 26. 

Where is he ? Where the summer buds are springing, 

Down by the rivulet, in childish play ; 
Through the warm air his blithsome voice is singing. 

Waking the echo with his mirthful lay. 
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See, slmnber o'er the weary child is creeping. 
Pillowed on his fair aims, the flowers among. 

His parted lips stiU smile, as though in sleeping, 
He dream'd of Heaven, and heard the Angels' song. 

Where is he P On the rivulet is flowing : 

The busy little hands are idle now ; 
The daisies on the grassy mound are growing. 

And he — ^that blue-eyed boy— sleeps there below. 

Oh, no ! Too fair for Earth's most drear embraces ; 

The silver cord was loos'd, all love was vain. 
And, shaking from his wings the world's dark traces. 

The wandering dove retnm'd to Heaven again. 

Where is he now ? The minist'ring Angels near ns, 
Encamp'd around our path his bUss can tell 

How is it with the Child P Oh Saviour hear us ! 
To our sad hearts He whispers, " It is well." 



IDOLS KENOUNCED. 

** What have I to do any more with idols."— JToxea zir. 8. 
'* And what a^^ement hath the temple of Ood with idols, for ye are 
the temple of the living Ood?"— 2 Cor. yi. 16. 

Lord, I have wandered from Thy ways, 

And knelt at stranger shrine. 
And called another name "belov'd," 

And nigh forgotten Thine. 



74 

So faithless I— yet Thou unchang'd, 

Thy truant child did meet ; 
Thoa wert the refuge from the storm^ 

The shelter from the heat. 

The feeble reed on which I leant 
A sword of wrath did prove, 

And pierced the Soul that wandered tax 
From Thy redeeming love. 

Oh God! who 'mid the songs of joy 
That echo round Thy Throne, 

Hearest the prayer — the falling tear 
Of me — ^Thy weakest one — 

Behold mine idols, perish'd all, 

And lowly in the dust 
I leffc my contrite heart to Thee, 

And own Thy judgment just. 

Rli Thou their place— :oh purify 

My Soul from every stain ; 
And be that temple cleans'd in blood, 

Thy dwelling-place again. 

Search Thou mine heart, if in its depth, 

A rival Thou foresee. 
Shatter the Temple— call my Soul 

In mercy Lord to Thee ! 
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THE BOEDER LAND. 

« BIy Soul thintefh ftyr God, for the livixig God; when shall I oome 
and appear befixre 6od?^— PmA» zlii. 2. 

Father ! on yon shadowy shore 

Thou awUle did'st bid me wait, 
I ooold ahnost hear the song 

Eloating through the golden gate, 
life lay all beneath my feet, 

Closer, Lord, to Thee I drew. 
For my Spirit half nnrob'd 

Yearned to be doth'd anew. 

Thou did'st fill my fainting Soul 

With a new divine delight. 
On my darkened vision stole 

Dawn of Day that hath no night; 
Thirsting— trembling for the veil 

To be whoUy rent from Thee, 
That from Sin's entangling toils, 

Bvermore I might be free. 

Oh ! my Father, Thou art wise. 

And Thy ways are foil of Love P 
Was I fitted for the joys 

Of Thine hallowed Courts above. 
Tho' my sad heart inly bled. 

Did it bleed alone for Sin P 
Or o'er broken cisterns weep, 

Hidden as a snare withm. 
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Was no faithless ]f ear above, 

With its tremb'ling wings to throw 
Gloomier shadow on the path, 

That remain'd for me below P 
Did my hands despairing hang 

Weary in the noontide SnnP 
Did I pine for rest too soon, 

E'er Thy work was scarce begun P 

Thou did'st call me back to Earth-— 
What Then wiliest must be best; 

Let that glimpse of glory be, 
Eather, folded in my breast. 

I would learn to watch and wait, 
For Thy Ejngdom still is near 

Where Thy Saints communing meet- 
Where Thon wipiBst every tear. 

Lord, we long to enter in. 

E'er the battle-field be won; 
We Thy Crown and Throne would share. 

Yet the Gross and shame would shun. 
Let me find my strength in Thee, 

Thankful for Thy mercies past. 
It will be enough for me. 

If I reach Thine arms at last. 

Tho' the Earth less fair appears, 
Tho' the ties that seem'd so strong. 

Hang more loosely on my heart. 
Than they ever yet have hung; 
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Yet— my Saviour, Thou do'st see 
All the hidden Sin that clings. 

All the treach'roos snares within. 
To my Soul bat piercing things. 

Should my weak heart ever pine 

For one joy the world can yield 
'Gainst the subtle Tempter's power. 

Be my safeguard and my shield. 
Tho' I wander, yet I know 

Thou can'st bless the way I take, 
Tho' all else should fail me here. 

Thou wilt leave not— nor forsake. 

Let me meekly tread the path 

Thou hast mark'd for me below. 
In Thy home of light and Love, 

All Thy dealings we shall know ; 
BUssfal there for us to trace 

Every danger past and o'er. 
Warded from Thy children's path. 

To yon blessed Spirit shore. 

Sweet to know that Mercy brought. 

Every message sent by Love, 
^tokens of a Father's care, 

Whisp'ring of our home above ; 
Where the Lamb iu glory reigns. 

Where the ransom'd Martyrs be. 
There the lone Soul satisfied. 

Saviour, shall rejoice in Thee ! 



It 
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THE SEALED BOOK. 

Undertttndest fhou what thoa readeit?"— .^cCt vili. ao. 



Enlighten my dark mind to read aright, 

Oh Thou, who art the Light, the Tmth^ the Way, 
Be Thoa the Pillar thro' the gloomy nighty 

The Cloud to guide me to the brighter day. 
Speak ! for Thy Servant heareth; bid Thy Word 

Draw me to Thee, encourage or reprove, 
Lioline my heart to do Thy Will, oh Lord, 

And on my memory trace Thy words of Love. 



THE MOTHER'S PRAIER. 

** Eren so, Father : fin: so it leemeth good in Thj light"— iToM. zi 96. 

** Christ ! Who the moomei^s plea never hath scom'd. 
In my grief look on me, Thoa too hath moam'd ; 
Coldly my prayers, oh Lord, rose in my woe, 
Bat by Thine Holy Word faithful axt Thoa. 
All of our lov'd are gone home unto Thee^ 
Leave oh this little one, Eather, with me. 
Listen I of Mercy rife Thou hearest prayer. 
Light on my shadoVd hfe, spare, Father spare." 

Hark I on the heavy ear 
Soft voices come — 

<< Mother dear 

Dry the tear. 
Let him come home. 

Weep not the birds that fled 
Back to their nest— 
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Weep not, the blossom shed 
On Jesn's breast ; 

Weep not, the Spirit fair 
No grief hath riven. 

Weep not — ^Thy children are 
Safe-Hsafe in Heaven P 
" Lord, bid my feeble hand slacken its hold. 
Gather Thy little band back to Thy fold : 
Thine was the gift Ador'd, bend Thon my heart. 
Sad is the anguish. Lord, Thou knoVst to part ; 
'Let them come,' Thou hast said, so let it be. 
While the lone path I tread, looking to The^ 
Do Thou Thine Holy Will— while by Thy side. 
Under Thy shadow still let me abide/' 
Tears that at Sorrow's source frozen had lain 
Now in their silent course trickle again. 
Lower the mother's head bends o'er her child — 
Light o'er each face is shed — ^Angels have smiled, 
Beck'ning the Spirit where Grod's Son is gone. 
Bearing the mother's prayer, " Thy Will be done." 



SHBOUDED BLESSINGS. 

** I will lead them In pafhi that they hayo not known; IwiU 

moke darkest light before them, and crooked thingf strali^t; tbeae 
things will I do unto them and not forsake them."— iiMta/^ zUi. 16. 

Not only for the light of loving hearts, 
That cheered my lonely life, I thank Thee, God ; 

Not for my childhood's home, nor tearless eyes. 
Nor pleasant paths of peace my feet have trod ; . 
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But — ^that the Idols, tenderly embrac'd 

By this weak heart, and falsely called mine own, 
Thon did'st withdraw, that I in time might learn 

To lean upon Thy Holy Arm alone. 
For the shai^ reed that pierc'd this feeble hand— 

For thorn-torn feet that Thou alone canst see. 
For the deep fount of tears by Thee told o'er, 

I thank Thee, Lord — ^they brought me nearer Thee. 



THE DAWN OF THE BRIGHTER DAY. 

** And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.**— jRet>. vii. 17. 
** And there shall be no night there.'*— iZev. zzfl. 6. 

Oh mourn not for me, for I weep no more. 

Death's bitt'rest paug is past. 
From the tears that fell on my thorny way 

A rainbow light is cast. 
It comes from the smile of the Saviour's love. 

Smiles that the Angels share ; 
And fair is the Land that its light illumes. 

For " There are no tears there." 

Though dark seem'd my path to your tender heart. 

It was not dark to me. 
The shadows that come with the Morning Sun 

At eventide will flee. 
For the foQt-prints still where the Saviour trod 

Through the Valley a glory wear. 
They lead to the Land where the Dawn shall break, 

For " There is no night there.' 



» 
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THE LAST FLOWER. 

*' The joy of onr heart is ceased ; oar daaoe is tHrned into mourning." 

Lamentation t. 15. 

A tangled thorny path I trod alone, 

Where flowers were few, and sunshine rarely shone : 

I watched amid the nntrimm'd garden spring 

One little Eose, a fair and blooming thing ; 

I loved it !— as the blind man loves to hear 

The lark's sweet song, whose fearless wing draws near 

Unto his well-known hand; and Memory seems 

Stealing upon my Soul, as moonlight gleams 

Upon tiie deep dark waters --but to show 

Rocks, tho' the buried pearl may sleep below. 

Low lies the stem where once the blossom hung; 

Hushed is the strain the sky-bom minstrel sung ; 

The blind man's bird hath flown to brighter skies ;— 

The flower I loved blooms now in Paradise. 



THE VIGIL. 



" When my heart is orerwhehned, lead me to the Sock that is higher 
thanl.**— pMlmlzi.2. 



Eather, my cup is full ! 

My trembling Soul I raise ; 
save me in this solemn hour, 

Thy might and love to praise. 
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Father, my cup is fall I 
But One hath draiik before, 

And for our sins Thy face was hid. 
When the bitter draught ran o'er. 

Father, my cup is full I 
But Thou dost bid me drink ; 

I know Thy Lore the chalice mixed. 
And yet I faint — ^I shrink. 

Alone He drank the cup. 

The Holy — Sinless One, 
That not one soul on earth again 

Should drain the dregs alone. 

Father, forsake me not ! 

Christ ! I look to Thee, 
And by Thy midnight agony 

Do Thou remember me. 



THE CLOUD OF WITNESSES. 

" Are they not aU ministeriiig Spirits r*'~Beb. i. 14. 

Servants and ministers of Christ, 

We look for Him to come. 
And long to hear our Father's Voice 

That calls His Children home. 
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Shall Spirit sleep ? Shall it lie down 
The deep dark Grave within ? 

The only rest the Spirit seeks 
Is changeless rest from Sin. 

Shall not the Soul that songht Him here 

And loved His will to do» 
Spring forth rejoicing in its strength. 

To serve the Lord anew P 

Shall stamm'ring lips, that weakly strove 

To sing the Saviour's praise. 
Be dumb when round His Throne, a song 

Bejoicing Angels raise ? 

Shall it lie down in dull repose 
When Christ in Heaven doth live? 

So severed from its own Beloved, 
She would but watch and grieve. 

How could it sleep so far from Him 

That slumbered not before. 
And strove to reach Him in the chains 

The prisoned exile wore ; 

And longed to put the fetters off. 

And trusting in His Word, 
Clothed in His pure and spotless robe, 

Go forth to meet her Lord. 
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Say, will the Mend who by our side 
A heayen-ward piljpim trod. 

In mystic ties that Christ hath knit. 
Be severed when with Qod ? 

Shall parents who have fondly bronghf 

Each child to Jesn's feet, 
Whose daily prayers arise for them. 

No more their children meet } 

Oh ! weeping ones, oh ! faithless hearts, 

False fears your future fill ; 
Tho' bright the glory of each crown. 

Ye shall behold them still. 

So Moses and Mas stood 

On Tabor's sacred height. 
In sweet communion with their Lord, . 

Garbed in their heaven-caught light. 

And He, the Holy risen One, 

His loved disciples joined. 
While musing on the sepulchre 

They weeping left behind. 

Can ye not trust that Love, to which 

All other love is dim P 
Seek ye Bia Glory and His Grace, 

And leave the rest to Him. 
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PARTING WORDS. 

" strengthen ye the weak hands, and oonflnn the feeble knees. Say 
to them tiiat are of afearftil heart* Be st^ng. fear mat/'—Isaiah xzxv. 3. 
*' The Lord that made Heaven and Earth bless thee out of Zien." 

Psalm czxziT. 3. 

Sliun not the paths where weary hearts are bowed in sad- 
ness down. 
Although no word of faith replies responsive to thine own; 
Still whisper of the Savionr's Love, speak tenderly, e'er long 
The silent heart may hear thy voice, and echo with a song. 

Not the glad song of hope and youth, the song of careless 

mirth — • 

Not the blithe carol of delight that swells the smiling Earth, 
Bat a low floating hymn of praise that long hath siomb'ring 

lain. 
And wakened by thy kindly hands may rise to Heaven again. 

Shrink not! Thy path may oftimes lead o'er many a 

mountain rude,! 
Thro' valleys deep, in starless nights, and days of solitude ; 
But God will set His seal upon each earnest prayer of thine. 
And o'er thy steep and rugged road a goidiug light will shine. 

For starless nights, thou well canst own, bravest resolves 

have stirred, 
In hours of deepest solitude the Saviour's Voice is heard ; 
Tho' toilsome seem the mountain rude, fear not ! the weak 

have striven. 
And Fisgah's height, tho' clad in ck)uds, hath clearer views 

of Heaven. 
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Be patient. Not for Jesu's flock is kept the floVry ground; 
He leads througli many a londj path where thorns and 

briars abound. 
Bravely crush down each meaner hope that on thy path 

may spring. 
And be thy mission to thine heart a glad and glorious thing. 

The prayer thy lip hath prompted once, the tear thy care 

hath dried, 
The sin-stained Soul thy comfort cheered, when Earth all 

hope denied. 
Shall rise on high on Seraph wings to God's all list'ning ear. 
And through Eternity resound in echoes sweet and clear. 

God guard thee ! Falter not, nor pause till Life's last 

conflict o'er. 
We met— and we have parted now, to meet on Earth no more. 
Betwixt a blessing and Farewell, when sad hearts claim 

thy prayer, 
I ask of thee, Stranger friend, one passing memory there. 



THE MOURNING SOUL. 

" Tom Thee unto me, and have mercy upon me ; for I am desolate 
and afliicted.'' — Psalm xzy. 16. 

" He hath sent me to bind up the broken-hearted to comfort 

all that mourn."— /«ataA Izi. 1, 2. 

Thou hast no pang of hidden grief, 

But He thy Lord doth know ; 
He saw the tears rise in thine eye, 

He counts them as they flow; 
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He heard the voice whose careless tone 

Awoke thy Soul to pain. 
Look up 1— the wounds that others deal 

His love binds up again. 

Be not oast down, trembling Soul ! 

The Lord Himself is nigh ; 
Think on Gethsemane's dark shades. 

And His lone agony. 
The friend that on His bosom leaned 

Forsook Him in His woe ; 
Thou hast no sorrow, mourning one. 

But He thy Lord doth know. 

He felt the Traitor's faithless kiss — 

The scoffer's sneer He heard — 
Yet patiently He looked to Heaven, 

And answered not a word. 
Then why, Soul ! art thou cast down P 

Why mourning dost thou go ? 
He that would seek a heavenly crown 

Must bear the Cross below. 

So they reviled the Sinless One, 

And bent the mocking knee ; 
And would'st thou have the cruel world 

More gentle now with thee ? 
How was He scorned, who came to save, 

Who bore His Cross alone ? 
Look up, for Christ is watching thee. 

Who all thy grief hath known. 



88 

Mourning Soul, thou hast one Prieod 

That changes not to thee. 
Whose tender beams o£ Love caaW 

These Earth-born shadows flee. 
Look up ! — the King of Heaven will dry 

Thy tear-drops as they flow ; 
Lean thou upon the breast of Him> 

Who all thy grief doth know. 



THE HEAKC'S OWN. 

" We brought nothing into thia world, and it is cert^Sn we can carry 
nothing out.*' — Tim. vi. 7. 

" The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; blesBed bo the 
name of the Lord."— /o&. i. 21. 

"Mine own for ever !" thus we cry and think ; 

With mighty strength and love, some Human Soul 
We bind unto our own with mystic link. 

That mocks at Time, and spurneth Heaven's control. 
Thine " own," poor Child of Earth ? Oh false as vain : 

Why bow thee in the dust, in grief alone P 
Are thy salt tears to win the lost again ? 

Oh ! feeble heart, thou could'st not keep thine own ! 



A CHILD'S PRATER. 

'* Except ye be converted, and become as little <Aildren, ye shall not 
enter into the kingdom of VLeai99Xi.**^JI£aUhew xviii. 3. 

Saviour ! hear a little Child, 

Who knows not how to pray ; 
On Earth Thj face sa medc and mild 

Was never turned away. 
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The Children gathered to Thj brMst 
Have found a blessed Home, 

Where safe from every Sm they rest; 
Then suffer me to come. 

I ask Thee for a heart, to try 
To please Thee day by day ; 

Thy Love, to lead me back, when I 
From Thy commandments stray. 

Do Thou, Lord, my Sins forgive. 
The Sins that wound Thee sore. 

And teach me every day I live 
To Love Thee more and more. 



THE THRESHOLD. 

** For I am in a strait betwixt two, having a dedre to depart and be 
with Christ."— PAtf. i. 23. 
** Unto you therefore which believe He is preoious.**— Peter U. 7. 

I am going to my home, dear one; 

So dry those tearful eyes, 
That night by night my pillow watch^ 

'Till mom breaks in the skies. 
I am going to my home, dear one. 

As the wild bird seeks its nest, 
"Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest." 
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My Savionr's glory in that home 

These heavy eyes will see, 
I shall behold Him as He is; 

My Soul pants to be free. 
Low at His feet I lay me down 

Trusting His Love alone, 
For He who saith ** Give me thine heart/' 

Rejects no broken one. 

I am going to my home, dear one ; 

Soon must I leave thy side ; 
Upon the Jordan's banks I stand. 

As Bridegroom waits his Bride. 
ITie Angel Death breaks but the chain 

That binds me here below; 
'Hiou would'st not weep if thou could'st tell 

How glad I am to go. 

Could'st thou behold the Angel-guards 

That keep their watch to-night. 
How thy fond heart would welcome too 

Each messenger of light. 
Through curtsdn and through dos^d door 

The radiant strangers come : 
Weep no more, dear one ! — ^weep no more. 

They wait to lead me home. 

Thou canst not see how night by night 

They crowd this silent room. 
Nor how their gentle minist'ring 

Dispels the gathering gloom. 
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Thou canst not hear the heav'nly harps 
That sound so sweet to me, 

The echoes of their holy song— 
The new song of the free I 

Hang not thy head, dasp not thy hands 

Despairing on thy breast ; 
Look np to God, and thank Him, Love 

That I have found my rest. 
Look up, and pray, and struggle on; 

His Glory be thine aim ; 
He giveth and He takes away. 

And blessed be His Name ! 

Tread thou the path we strove to tread, 

Li humble faith and prayer, 
Eemember Christ in Heaven doth reign. 

And I shall still be near. 
The prayers we have together breathed 

Li absence still may be 
The golden link of Love, to bind 

My Spirit unto thee. 

Not for the bitter cup the Lord 

Did gen% bid me drink. 
Nor thorny way before me spread. 

Doth make my Spirit shrink : 
But from the subtile snares of Sin 

My Soul would fam be free ; 
I am going to my Pather's House, 

My Father's Face to see. 
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In yon fair land of Peace, dear one, 

No wailing voice is heard ; 
No discord dnlb the swelling hymn, 

Nor jars one single chord. 
Bat the Martyr Army standeth there. 

And the Saints from Earth are bright. 
And a countless band with palms arrayed 

In robes of dfty.y>]ing white. 

My feeble heart looked down, and qnailed 

My failing faith to see ; 
But Christ stretched forth His faithful Hand, 

That Hand that bled for me. 
Then looking up — His Love Divine, 

Shone thro' my guilty fears ; 
That Hand upheld my sinking head. 

And wiped away my tears. 

He loveth not with earthly love- 
No promise is forgot — 

He giveth with a liberal hand. 
And He npbraideth not. 

He lov^d us when idols held 
Our false hearts for their throne, 

'Mid the wild din of Strife and Sin, 
He spake in tender tone. 

We did forsake Him, and betray— 

Yet did He bid us live ; 
And Sins that man can pardon not 

The Saviour can forgive. 



93 



He lov^d us — He died for us — 
The World's dark paths He tiod. 

To teaoh the Sinner's fiEdfriug feet 
The way to Heayen and God. 

To Living Fountains Christ doth lead 

His weary ones — His own ; 
And day and night their yoioes rise 

Before the Great White Throne. 
Hunger and thirst they feel no more, 

Fox He is ever nigh. 
And drieth with His tender Hand 

The tears from every eye. 

There gladdeneth He the Mourner's heart- 
He calleth each by name. 

And gently gathereth them who out 
Of tribulation came. 

The Saviour ! and the Throng King, 
The Sacrifice, the Priest ! 

Who calleth to His Churdi to oome 
Unto the wedding feast. 

All, all shall come ; Earth's arms give up 

The Loved she cannot keep; 
The slumb'ring bodies of the just 

Shall break their mystic sleep. 
I am going to my home, dear one; 

My Soul pants to be free : 
My Saviour's Love is all my hope, 

For He hath died for me. 
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THE STAR OF THE DEEP. 

** When thou paasest trough the waters, I will be with thee ; and 
throogfa the riven, they ihall not orerflow thee."— /MioA jdili. 2. 

Lord ! when the waves of sorrow rave, 

O save me from despair. 
And let me, as in snnny ways. 

Still trace Thy goodness there ; 
Teach me to feel that Thou art nigh. 

In sickness and in woe, 
That Thou dost mark each smothered sigh. 

Each hidden grief doth know. 

Thou, who didst will my wand'ring bark 

Amid the rocks to strand. 
Speak to my sinking heart, to me, 

Sayionr, stretch Thine hand. 
There is no hope — no rest, God I 

In this dark world, save Thee, 
Thou Anchor of the tempest-tossed. 

Thou Beacon on Life's sea. 

Thou, who did'st walk the 'whehning wave, 

When all around was dark,* 
Stretch forth Thine hand of tenderness. 

And save my sinking Bark. 
Oh I let me hear Thy "Peace be still,"! 

My fainting Spirit warm ; 
Up, Lord I I perish I let Thy Word 

Still save me in the storm. 

• St. Mark Ti. 47-51. f St. Mark It. 87-39. 
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Teach me to trust Thee, tho' the way 

I may not always see. 
And bless the very storms of life 

That bring me nearer Thee. 
Thy promises I hold secure. 

Whatever ill betide; 
Dark is the wave— but Thou hast said 

"On to the other side." 



SUBMISSION. 

" For our light affliction, which is but for a moment, workoth for ua 
a fer more exceeding and eternal weight of glory."— 2 Cor, iv. 17. 

Lord, I strive to murmur not ; 
Thou I know hast fixed my lot; 

But my feeble heart will moan : 
^ Pardon Thou these earth-bom tears. 
Let these few fast fleeting years 

Be Thine alone. 

lather! if it be Thy will. 
Let the cup be bitter still. 

If it keep me at Thy feet; 
Oidy let me feel one ray 
Of Thy Presence on my way. 

And all is sweet. 
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Feeble praises. Lord, I bring; 
Yet Thy mercies I will sing, 

Great and manifold to me ; 
Then my sorrows iiiumbered up 
Seem bat blessings in the cup 

Bestowed by Thee. 



THE MINISTRT OF ANGELS. 

'* The chariots of God are twenty thousand, even thousands of Angels : 
the Lord is among them, as in Sinai, in the holy place.** — Psahn Ixriil. 17. 

** There shall no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague oome nigh 
thy dwelling. For He shall give His Angels charge oTer ihee, to keep 
thee in all ^ wjb,**— Psalm xd. 10, 11. 

They come, the Holy Legion, at God's command they come. 
Bearing their Heavenly Mission from their bright spirit 

home, 
To watch o'er paths of danger, and darker ones of Sin ; 
By the World's weed-grown portal, they seek their way to 

win. 

To soothe the broken-hearted, to touch the Soul defiled. 
To guard the erring footstep some Serpent's voice beguiled. 
They come. Who come P The Angels : as when on Earth 

they came, 
Triumphant news to bring us — a Saviour to proclaim. — 

As when in the lone Garden their moumfal watch they kept. 
One fainting Heart reviving, whose mystic blood was wept; 
As on the Mountain fastness, when the Tempter hovered 

nigh. 
Around God's spotless Manhood they kept their ministry. 
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From the Grave's gloomy entrance they rolled the mighty 

stone. 
And they whose worship hailed Him prochumed the Bisen 

One; 
Are they not ever near ns, the servants of our King, 
From hidden snares to lead us, and gentle teaching bring? 

Aejoice they not above us, as they mark each Sinner come ? 
And God-sent through the valley, lead the weary wand'rer 

Home; 
From the wild Elver's margin, the reckless step they turn. 
With remember'd prayers of Childhood they touch the 

Soul forlorn. 

Breathe o'er the Felon's slumber sweet words, so from 

that sleep 
The heart that scorned the fetters will wake — ^and wake to 

weep, 
In that moumfal prison dwelling, they have not come in vain. 
Strengthen thy bolts, oh Jailer, but they will come again. 

To eyes once raised Heavenward, now shadowed o'er with 

shame. 
The Angel's finger pointeth to our Master's Holy Name ; 
That Saviour who can pity, when the World-scorned 

stands alone. 
And she calls on Christ for Mercy when Man will xnete her 

none. 

Children the Holy Angels were on the path we trod, 
Our words and works they gather, and they take them up 
to God; 

H 
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Oar heedless steps they guarded o'er many a dangerctts 

steep ; 
They hear your prayers first lisped— they smile upon your 

sleep. 

Man ! when Pleasure lured you to the 'wild'riBg haunts 

of Sin, 
They whispered words of warning e'er repentanee oosld 

begin. 
Brought back a Father's blessing, a Mother's holy kiss. 
And your moist eye raised to Heayen, woke songs of 

thankfolness. 

Mother, by that Night Watch you timed by tears and 

prayer, 
God's Watchers round you hovered, and whispered God 

was near; 
Then raised the fair young Spirit your humble heart 

resigned, 
They bore it from your bosom, but they left new faith behind. 

Forsaken one 1 that weepeth, in thy Chamber dark and lone, 
Aroxmd you crowd the bright ones, that sing around the 

Throne; 
God 1 of that host the Captain — thy fainting Soul is nigh. 
Weep not for lost affection— thou hast glorious company. 

On yon pallet gaze, oh Scoffer 1 and behold the good man die, 
A smile his lip illumeth — ^there is rapture in his eye; 
For the Promised Land he longeth, God is not strange tohim. 
For the Pearl of Price he holdeth, to which your gold is dim. 
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Oh tenderly the Angels will lead him to the gate. 
Where He the Bridegroom welcomes, the little and the 

great; 
Back to the World, oh Scomer I and con the lesson o'er. 
And pray to God to lead thee to peace and hope once more. 

Oh fright not from their mission the Servants of oar King, 
Love not the worlds-regret not their gentle minist'ring; 
Bat seek the Lord of Glory, ah seek Him day hy day, 
And a charge thy God will giye them to keep thee in the Way. 



A THOUGHT ON A BATTLE FIELD. 

" A found of Battle is in the land and of great destraotion." 

Jer, I. 22. 

*( Thine eyes shall see Jerusalem a qniet habitation, a tabernacle that 
shall not be taken down ; not one of the stakes thereof shall ever be 
removed, neither shall any of the cords thereof be broken. But tiiere 
flie glorious Lord will be unto us a place of broad Rivers and Streams, 
wherein shall go no galley with oars, neither shall gallant ship pass 
thereby."- /saioA zzziU. 20, 21. 

A thousand Toioes rise on high. 
Glad in the new-foaght Yictoiy, 

And heads are bent in prayer ; 
Bat thousand voices that have filled 
Those echoes late, for aye are stilled, 

And are not numbered there. 



Prayers to the God of Peace resound 
To bless the carnage strewed around. 

And nerye each red right hand. 
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That when in fight the foe they meet, 
Some brother smitten at their feet. 

Fall 'neath the hostile band. 

Cain's Altar, where we boldly bring 
Earth's froits, rniholy offering 

In sacrifice to God. 
Earth's fruits— of Anger, Strife, and Sin, 
His pure and perfect sight to win 

Upon a blood-stained sod. 

Weep I rather weep, the Widow weeps — 
The Orphan monrns the strife that steeps 

The reeking blade in gore ; 
Blush rather that our boasted Age 
With tears and blood blot Hisfry's pag 

And smiles to read it o'er. 






Wresting God's pure and Holy Word 
To point Destruction-dealing sword, 

Yet pray for Him to bless 
The hand, upraised a Life to take. 
And hearts for that poor one Life's sake, 

Widowed and fatherless. 

A thousand voices breathe around, 

And blood speaks from the sodden'd ground. 

Both shall God's hearing win. 
Lord ! when before Thy Throne we stand. 
Oh pity our benighted land. 

Its sacrifice and Sin. 
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Why tarriest Thou, Zion's King ? 
When shall Thy Church exulting sing 

The glories of that day. 
When Love in every Soul shall live, 
And Peace — ^the world can never give. 

And never take away. 

When shall the sad hearts cease to mourn P 
When shall our swords to plough-shares turn ? 

Unto the far off shore 
Our gallant vessels on the wave 
Bear forth our loved ones and our hrave. 

And back return no more. 

Israel's hope ! — Prince of Peace, 
When shall our strife and bloodshed cease ? 

When shall Thy coming be P 
Thy people's prayers Thy hearing claim. 
Let all the Nations own Thy Name, 

We wait — ^We watch for Thee ! 



THE GOOD PHYSICIAN. 

" Lord help me ....." 

** Then Jesus answered and said unto her, * O woman great is thy 
faith, be it unto thee even as thou wilt."— ifo^^. xv. 25, 28. 

What treasures hast Thou, Lord, for them who seek 
Food for the hungry Soul, and for the weak 
Strength, that shall make the Shepherd's simple sling 
Mightier than Giant's spear. A welling spring 
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For every woiuid--a balm for every care. 

Scrip, Staff, and Sandal— Faith and Hope and Prayer, 

We bring to Thee our loved ones. Christ look Thou 

As when on Earth on those before Thee now. 

Folded within oar hearts, no words may tell 

Our deep fond yearning, bat Thoa knowest well 

Ail we would ask Thee. Heal them with a word ! 

Sight for our Blind I Life for our Dead, O Lord. 

Oh gather Thou the lost ones safely home — 

Say to the wanderer ^' Come," and he shall come. 

Thou wonldest none should perish — ^but the Day 

Is waning fast, and still behold they stray. 

Speak, Lord I The deaf shall hear Thy blessM Voice, 

Stretch forth Thine Hand, our drooping hearts rejoice. 

Greater than all our Sins Thy mercies be— 

Lord, hear our prayer I We trust our loved to Thee. 



THE GUEST. 

" Abide with ns; for it is toward evening, and the day is far q[>«nt, 
and He went in to tarry with them.**— Luke zxiv. 29. 

Stranger ! Abide with as 1 The noraing Sun 
Sliines brigh% on the flowers, the fountains run. 
Making sweet music, and the summer sky 
Hath scarce a silver mist-wreath floating by; 
Shun not our brimming cap, by pleasure crowned. 
Earth sings a pleasant song, and joys abound. 
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OEriend! Abide with us. The noontide heat 
Hatii left our cisterns dry ; our heedless feet 
Hare wandered £rom tiie Way; the flowers are dead, 
The floating mist to threat'ning oloads has spread— 
Goide ns. To Thee we weeping make our moan. 
The day is spent— the ereoing oometh on. 

Oh ! blinded eyes, ye could not see for tears. 

It is the Saviour from the gloom appears. 

Thou hast not then despised me, Holy One, 

For tho' Thou chidest. Thou dost call me " Son r 

Lord, to the covert of Thine arms I flee, 

Be Thou my strength and shield. Abide with me. 



CHRIST'S LITTLE ONES. 

" It is not the will of jwa Father which is in HMven, that 

one of these little ones should perish."— i/a<^ xyUL U. 

From worldly Wisdom's vaunted page we seek for peate 

in vain. 
And bask in Nature's smiles, and think to feel a Child 

again; 
Bat Sorrow sweeps the wild heart's chords, and 'neath her 

stem control. 
Are stilled the mystio tones that made sweet music in the 
SouL 
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Ah once I dreamed the golden clouds piled in the gorgeons 

West, 
Barred but the entrance to the land where happier spirits 

rest, 
As one by one they floated on, to their far home of light, 
I pined to pierce the shadowy veil that hid them from my 

sight. 

It was a childish thought — since then, my hand would fear 

to raise 
The curtain of that Spirit-land on which I longed to gaze; 
The rainbow glitt'ring o'er the Storm, proud Science long 

hath taught. 
Spans not the glorious Throne of God as I in Childhood 

thought. 

Still ever new and wonderful, it yex'd me not to know 
The reason it was beautiful — I knew God made it so; 
The spotless snow-flake as it falls some faded mem'iy brings. 
For I believed it scattered down, from watchful Angels' 
wings. 

To wake the Snowdrop from its sleep, to guard the Violet's 

birth. 
But now — ^I know not Angels' wings can stainless fall to 

Earth, 
Yet still the gracefpl fancy hath a strange sweet charm 

for me, 
Though other hearts are ours before God's children we 

can be. 



105 

Despise not then the little Child, these infants of the 

Mth, 
God hath around them hedged their ways from danger and 

from death ; 
To simple Souls that trust in Him, He giveth strength 

and grace. 
Their Angels in their Father's House behold their Father's 

face. 



And should they lean in love on thee, thy tend'rest guidance 

lend, 
not by word or deed, make thou these little ones 

offend, 
Oppress them not! for God doth hear His children's 

smother'd cry. 
They know in whom they trust, and He will answer 

speedily. 



If thou dost mark their steps, unwarned, in paths of 

danger tread. 
The shadow of their sin shall be as snares around thee 

spread ; 
A glorious crown of fadeless joy those little ones may be. 
When God His jewels maketh up. He will remember 

thee. 
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EVIL ANGELS. 

" Fear not : for they that be with lu we more than they that be 
with them."— S Kiatga Ti. 16. 

*' And they ehall ilfl^t against thee, and shall not prerall against 
thae : Ibr I am with thee, saith the Lord, to deliver thee."— Jisr. 1. 19. 

Stretch forth Thine Hand, Lord of Hosts. Behold 

Thy people have their holy birthright sold 

For mess of pottage. As of old arise ! 

Angels of darkness lurk in every guise 

Upon oar path, and seek to lore us hence, 

And win of us our bright inheritance. 

In crowded Mart, in Home's familiar scene-^ ' 

Yea, in thy rery Temple, Lord, between 

The Saviour and the Soul, there glideth in 

Some subtle Tempter with its snares of Sin. 

In the still chamber, where we weeping spread 

Our grief before Thee, stealthily they tread 

Despair^s dark shadow on our Prayer to fling. 

Or cold Distrust, our Spirit whispering 

Our way is set with pitfalls. We are weak : 

But Thou art strong to save. Wilt Thou not speak, 

And cast them forth, as when on Earth Thy Word 

Bade them depart, and they Thy mandate heard. 

Open our eyes, O God, that we may see 

Thine own bright Angel Host, that mightier be 

Than all who fight against us ; tho' the rage 

Of our great foe doth with Thy people wage 

Unceasing warfare. Lord, we look to Thee 

The Captain of Thy glorious host to be. 



107 

The distant hills with flaming chariots gleam, 
The darkest valleys with Thy legions teem 
The Chamber, and the Temple, and the Mart, 
And Homo, where oft the imsnspecting heart 
Throws by its Armour, there around us stand 
The unseen Watchers of Thy radiant band. 
As the bright Seraphim that ceaseless guard 
Our forfeit Eden with the flaming sword : 
So turn their swords — so guard us home again, 
Where Thou our Sayiour and our King doth reign ! 



PEACE. 



*' Peace I leare with yon, my peace I give unto yoa: not as the world 
gireth, give I unto joaJ*—Jokn xW, 27. 

** Of the increase of his government and peace there shall be no 
end."— /mmoA ix. 7. 



Hie stars that, like some gentle spirits, kept 

Their watch o'er this dim Ekrth in curtained sleep. 

Are fading from our sight. Night yields her reign. 

As if reluctantly, and lingers still 

On the horizon's verge. The silver mists. 

In wreathed columns, harbinger the Day, 

But hides her radiance from a slumbering World. 

A faint, pale streak, and now a brighter beam 

Bathes in its beauty all the shadowy plain. 

And the fiur mountains, 'neath the day-god's kiss 
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Bijirst into light. The waters that have lain 
Sullen and still, in leaden shadows thrown. 
Now frolic with the sunbeams, giving back 
A thousand dimples for each glance of Love. 
There is a moment's pause — as if the Earth 
Were mute with her deep joy, and now a song 
From myriad voices blending into one. 
Of tuneful rapture seems to rise on high. 
" Eternal Father ! Thine the Glory, Thine 
The power and might ! — ^be ours the grateful Praise. 
Oh, rich in loveliness art thou, fair Earth I 
Beauty and Peace, and such sweet spirits, brood 
Upon thy bosom : I could weep to think 
That Man alone doth mar thy excellence. 



Father ! the wild woods echo with Thy praise. 
The mountains and the meads, the fruitful glade. 
And the bright streams, all echo forth I AM. 
Blest be Thy bounteous love that bade me trace 
The breathing of Thy Spirit through Thy works. 
And as I bathe my sad and toilwom Soul 
In Nature's fountam, see Thee imaged there 
In glorious characters of living light. 
The crowding sins of youth, the wavering faith — 
The wild rebellious will — all these are hushed. 
And I can kneel upon the fragrant sod. 
And with Earth's myriad voices mingle mine. ' 
who shall say this matchless World was framed 
By fickle Chance, or Chance hath placed us here ? 
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Shall Man remain more senseless than the clod 
And cavil at tby gift. Eternal One ? 
Creator ! Father ! Author of the whole ! 
That from chaotic mass did bid arise 
A fair unsullied World that man hath marred. 
What rebel voice shall dare to circumscribe 
The limits of Thy power ? or who shall say 
That Peace no more her dwelling-place shall make 
Where Godhead once proclaimed it P On thos& plains 
Now wet with human gore, where conquerors wheel 
Their cars o'er prostrate thousands, where the air 
But bears along the yell of war and strife— 
There shall Man meet with Man in peace and love, 
And Sin and Woe shall flee this fair abode. 

When the wild elements had wreaked their wrath 
Upon the world for Man's delinquencies. 
Nor one sole spot the aching eye could reach 
That spoke not desolation and despair. 
The Patriarch of old sent forth a Dove 
Upon the watery waste ; the evening fell. 
The wanderer returned — for she could find 
No place whereon to rest her drooping wing. 
And trembling sought the haven of her home. 
But days past on, when from the Ark again 
Went forth the Dove, and ere the sun had set 
She bore an olivo-branch to them who dwelt 
Within that home's sure refuge ; and they knew 
That the fair Earth began to smile again 
In all her pristine beauty. Yet awhile 
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With many a mnimnred prayer now bid they forth 
The messenger of Peace. Hushed is the voice 
Of the wild tempest, and the maddening roar 
Of Ocean's loud contentions ; to the bounds 
God's mighty hand prescribes, they now return, 
And o'er the bosom of the bright expanse 
The Bow of Promise casts its thousand dyes : 
The Dove returns no more, the Earth is now 
Her favoured rest, she fleetly wings her flight 
O'er hill and dale ; the fair World is her own. 



And this shall be thy mission, holy Peace ; 

Within the sanctuary of human breasts 

Thou first must make thine home — ^then wing thy way 

Across the troubled billows of the World. 

What though thy pinion weary in its flight. 

And homeward turn, 'tis but for added strength. 

Sought in that Ark where safety only lies 

To shield thy holy purpose : thou shalt stem 

War's murderous voice and blind Opinion, 

And Sophistry's false creed; breathe thou the words 

Of pure Eeligion, she whose voice thou art ; 

Lure them to tread thy paths, to seek the gift 

That human understanding reacheth not. 

Till every heart shall hail the blessed sounds 

Of Peace, the World can never take away. 
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THE WHITE-ROBED SAINTS. 

** Thine Eyes shall see fho King in His Beaxity, they shall behold the 
Land that is yery fiir oS."— Isaiah xzziii. 17. 

** He will awaUow up Death in Victory, and the Lord God will wipe 
away tears from off aU fiaoes."— ZioiaA xzy. 8. 

Who are they whose Songs are ringing. 

O'er the golden harps on high, 
Happy service ceaseless bringing, 

'Mid that holy minstrelsy ? 

Who are they that keep their station 
Eonnd the great Eternal Throne ? 

They from earthly tribulation 
To their heavenly rest are gone. 

See ! — their robes of dazzling whiteness. 

Once in Sin's defilement dyed. 
Gleaming with celestial brightness. 

In the Lamb's blood purified. 

Never heat shall beat upon them. 

Thirst nor hunger reach them there; 
He whose Life from Death hath won them. 

Bids them now His Glory share. 

• 

Feeble hearts are nerved for duty, 

Falf ring feet now firmly stand ; 
Palms of fair, unfading beauty, 

Mark Earth's once despisM band. 



112 

Now the Lamb Himself doth lead themi, 
And they serve him night and day : 

He with Heavenly food doth feed them : 
He hath wiped their tears away. 

Sweet their theme ! 'Tis still Salvation ! 

Unto Christ the Holy One ; 
And the sighs of Tribolation, 

Swell to Songs around the Throne. 



THE END. 
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